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- But &er my Pen at Paper does arrive 
Tis vaniſh'd all in Air! unſetled State! 

Then, ſtung with Anger, from my Stool I riſe, 
And with Heroic Strides, and Tragic Gait, 
Strut Wild and Diſcontented round the Room. 
A Room! Alas, it ſcarce deſerves that Name f 
Rather a Vermin-Warren; hateful Place! 
And I the Hunter of the filthy Game. 
'The Mice in Squadrons dire, march o'er the Floor, - 
Squeaking they paſs, Impatient for a Meal ; 
A Cruſt, if Chance affords, O Fortune rare 
Then Civil Wars amidſt their Legions riſe; 
Then Mice on Mice, in Combat bloody fall, 
And with their dying Screams diſtract my Soul! OM 
Nor can I ſtop th' Intruders bold Career, | 
For poor Grimalkin flys the ſtarving Scene, 
And ſure the Mice, if Mice had any Senſe, 
Wou'd quit their Lodgings with the ſpeedieſt Means; ; 
For here no Coat of Cheeſe is caſt away; 
No Cupboard to enjoy my Abſence in : 
Nor by my Bed did Candle ever ſtand 
To make their Revels Nightly as I Sleep. 
Their noiſy Viſits are to me alone. ; 

Are theſe Companions for the Muſe, Sublime ? 
Nor any better does the Houſe afford : 
The lower Part(the Shop) a Barber fills, . 
Who Cuts, or Shaves, or (for a Penny) Bleeds —— 
The ragged Towel round the Shoulders tuck d 
(The ſame he eat his Herrings off, I ſwear) 
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With Hands begrim'd, the Lather o'er the Face ; 

He ſpreads, and ſeratehes with his Beaſ-like Claws: 

Then ſtrait the Razor in his Fiſt is lodg'd, 

And while he, ſcraping, hovers o'er your Chin, © 

Of Wit, Religion, Politicks, or Laws 

Even from good Queen Beſys Days to theſe, 

He breaths out all he ever ſaw or heard 

And ſends the groſs Effluvia in your Teeth ; 

While from his Noſe, unwip'd, the Snuff diſtills, 

Which on his Sleeve with decent Care he wipes, _ 

And whets his Razor on the ſlimy Cuff — | 

How many Uſes Poverty has found, 

Which Riches wou'd have unregarded paſt ? 

The Floor above ! Oh, Seat of Diſcontent! 
A Huſband paſſive, and a Rampant Wife 
(The Arms of Marriage without Love and Means) 


Each Glaſs that runs, with Matrimonial Broil ——— 
Diſturb the wiſh'd for Silence of the Muſe : 


In vain Night ſhuts up Phabus' radiant Shop, 

And draws-the Curtains round the happy Pair; 

This Wife, ſo zealous for her Right * — po 

She ſets a Candle up to Quarrel by, 

In vain the Huſband wou'd his fiveatls ſpend 

With Neighbours good, at Skettles for a Pint; 

Shou'd his Virago but ſuſpe& his Joy, 

Furious, with Stick or Ladle, bounce ſhe flys, 

And tips her Husband with the Pins to Earth: 

If the poor Man in Pray'r an Hour wou'd ſpend, 

Or read the Pſalms or Chapters for the Day, 

His furious Dame (with Papiſt Zeal inflam'd) 

Th' Heritick condemns with bittereft Curſe, | 
And boaſts of Service done Religion's Cauſe. 
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4 POEMS en ſeveral Occaſions. 
(Can Chriſtians be as Barbarous as Turks? 
But Papifis, Turks and Fews, are Nea ame; 
Eager to puniſh, whom they can't convert. 
Of whatſoeyer Sect our Women are, „ 
Or, what Opinion they in publick hold 
They generally are Turks, or worſe at home. 
Happy the Pair in ſocial Mildneſs join'd 
Whoſe mingled Souls, in one Deſire wrapt ; 
Improving Pleaſures of each others Life ; 
Their Love's Effect, is Mutual, Good and Peace; 
The Joy of Kindred ; the Delight of Friends ; 
And Cauſe of ſweet Domeſtic-Harmony. 
Above this moſt diſcordant Pair, my ſelf, 
In Room o'erlooking the broad Street, reſides; 
Whoſe Proſpect not diverts me, but torments : 
For at my Window as I gaping ſtand, 
To veiw the happy Populace below; 
While the bleak Winds ſtiffen to horn my Noſe, © 
And my lank Guts for want of Meat repine; 
Perchance, a Brawny Butcher ſtalks along, 
With Beef, Sirloin or Buttock in a Tray, 
Reviving hungry Notions in my Soul; 
With wiſhing Eyes I gaze him out of Sight. 
Scarce is he gone, but others fill his Place, 
Or Puddings hot, or Boy with treacled Roll 
Appears to mock my Emptineſs a-new. 
The Tantalus of this our Eating Age! 
Then raving, frantic on the Bed I fall, | 
Where kindly, Morphexs, takes me in his Arms, 
Still to torment and not to eaſe my Soul ——— 
In Dreams Minerva to my Mind appears, | 
Not in thoſe Shapes which formerly ſhe wore, 
5 | But 


POEM on ſeveral Occaſions. - 
But like a Lain, or Fillet, Leg, or Breaſt; _ 
Or clouded in a Veniſon Paſty comes; 
Delirious Phantoms of an empty Stomach 
In ſuch diſorder d State my Life rolls on! 
Oft, with dejected Eyes, I turn and view / 
The Poems; Eſſays, Opera's I have wrote; 
Stupendous ile I By Bookſellers ae: 
The laſt by 'ARors; eruelly reſus d: 
O barbarous AGors 1 Children of the Muſe! | 
Knew ye but what experice: of Books: they coſt, 
How many Bards I've pillag'd for a Farce, 
You cou'd not, ſure, unheard, contemn my Works! 
Reynard, Moliere; for Farce we daily roh: 
Nor even poor Tex M cou d ernte | 
Wat Tyler too, has felt Poetic Fate, 
And ſince his Deu -munder on the a. 
Plagiariſm, Doctor of the fickly-Muf, . 
To whom our healthy Benefits we owe, 
Even P. thy aiding Pow'r accepts, 
And C-— eats thy Profits all the Year. _ 
And 1, for Bread muſt now thy help implore, _ 
Now from old Bards, d, I cull a Thought, 
| Tranſcribe their Lines, and title em my own, 
Till I have rais d a Poem to my Mind, 
Tis thus the Baker on a n Day, 
Filches each 
Practice as Te Till by EEE: 
A Thrifty Pudding for himſelt to eat. 
And who can blame the Induſtrious Means, 
The Poet hungry, or, the Baker poor ? 
For few are honeſt with an empty Purſe, _ 
And fewer Witty when they want to Dine 
Ty rr 
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6 - POEMS oneveral Occaſions. 


For, as the Banquet, ſo our Fancy ſwells 3) sz: 
Eating's the Moon of our encreaſing Wit, 914 + 
And if we're Dull, it is our Planet's Fault. 

Whilſt thus engag'd, I muſing fit me down, 

My Laundreſs thund'ring with her Pattins comes, 

With Shirt new waſh'd (Alas, my total Stock! - 
And for her Money tunes her vulgar Throat, 
Diſcordant Sound! O Inftrument-uncouth! /-! |! + 
Nor can I do like well-fed brawny Clerk s, 
Who pay with am'rous Coin the Bills ſhe brings, 
And wipe off Shillings with each wanton Kiſs. 

My Hand into my Pocket oft I di:: 
(Fearful to know how little it contains) e 
Four-Pence, hard Fate ! is all that I can bouts "Pp 
Unhappy State! but it is often mine! AY 15 

What Succour can this Sum, minute, afford? 

Can I with Four-pence ring the Tavern Bell? 

Or Porter tipple, for this pittance, poor k 
Even the Cooks (in Court St. Martin's cal ld. 
Where jut-ars'd Taylors make their midday ren, 
Refufe to ſerve me for a Price fo fmall: 6+ DIS 
Inhuman Cooks! Authors of fragrant Smells! 

Oh! ye poor Numberers of St. Are: Trees, 

Ye ragged Tracers of the crowded Mall, A1 11 

You, who have once ſhon, favour "d| by the wage 

"Till Dice and Raking ſcoop'd your Pockets dry, 

Paſs not with empty Belly thro' that Court; gy CG 

| Leaſt your paſt Sins in form of Buttock Wer.” | | 

The Ghoſt of Plenty, you have kill'd, appear, 

And fo diſtract your craving hungry Souls ! : 
My poor remaining Mite, I ftrait beſtow | 


In pics Ornameits to deck my Frame, 
; In 


ö 
POEMS on ſeveral Occafions, 
In Powder, Blacking, and ſupply of Snuff, 
The cheif Ingredients of a Modern Wit, 
And ſtrongeſt Motives to Applauſe and Re. 4 
 'ToSlaughter's, Tom's, or Bedford Coffee-Houſe, 
Where Politicians Wiſe, and ſhabby Wits, 
In mingled Nonſenſe, exerciſe their Parts, 
I haſty march —— where ſome Poetic Friend, _ 
Whom Fortune favours (happier than my ſelf)  ; 
Invites me, kindly, to partake his Meat; 
With many Bows the Favour I accept, 
And fly to meet it with untired Steps 
There ſeated I begin the fierce Attack, 
From Meat to Sauce, from Sauce to Meat return; 
From them to pil'd up Salad I advance, 
And eager, gorge variety of Food. 
The Wife does in Amazement ſtare, to fee 
Her Salad ruin'd, and her Mutton gone, 
And to her Huſband winks the diſtant Eye: 
He takes the hint; and kindly asks me forth 
To walk, digeſtive, in th' adjacent Fields; 
Where, bowing curteouſly, he takes his Leave, 
With firm Reſolve, never to ask me more. 
Such Friends the Appetite capacious finds 
Mankind, at Dinner-time, avoid with Care 
Such Stomachs great; nor will your deareſt Friend 
Invite you, kindly, to a dainty Diſh. 
The greaſy Cook ſweats double at your Sight, 
And the roaſt Fillet quivers at your Touch ; 
Even the Knife its edge of Slaughter turns, 
And Execution trembles to perform. 
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8 POEMS ow ſeveral Octaſions. 


0 


Sorepbon, leave me to complaid! 
In vain you ftrive to ſooth my Grief ; 
Your F riendſhip can't aſſwage my Pain, 
Nor give my tortur'd Soul relief; 
My wretched State 
Ordain'd by Fate, 
Which Mortals never can remove: 
Vou can't with Art 
5 Move Celia's Heart, 3 
Nor change my conſtant Love: 
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OT bn a Bed of den Arkin Steins. T 


Born on a wand'ring Gyp/ey's Thigh, 
My Body fair, without a flaw, An; 5 | 
The comelieſt of Fleas am I. 43 
My Foſter Mother, (full of Love 
Kiſe d by a Soldier in à Lane,] 


I left, with him abroad to ro ve; | 
And ſtarv'd, and pin'd, a whole Campaign. 
In thickeſt Ranks I dard the Foe, 
And oh! what mighty Feats did we 
Not one but fear'd my Maſter's Blow, 
I hop'd to be a GereraPs Flea. . 
But lean and ragged home we came, 
No Food, tho Plenty of Renown; 
And here at home 'twas much the fame, 
*Till quarter'd in a Country Town : 
There Jove decxoed me better Fate, 
I from this rs took new Life, 
My Son of Mars and I both eat 
| Delicious Food] the Parſpn's Wife. 
At Church and Pray'rs, then moſt devout, 
I grew to be a Flea of Grace, 
But hardly nd a cracking Bout 
For nipping in e 
35 


10 POEMS on ſeveru Otthfions . 
At Night I to the Par/on ſtole ; 


_ + Where every Bliſs at, large I 9 75 nen 
My Vibes I took without Controul, NE 5 1 
And fed on all the Paris round : >: Kok 4p 
Cloy'd with Variety, and Eaſe, * 
J fain a Rural Life wou'd taſte, 


And one cool Ev'ning *mongſt the Peas, 

Fix'd on a brown Girl's Buttocks faſt. » 
The *Squire's Steward, a rich old Elf, + 2 

Oft routed me, and teaz'd my Dame, f 
She pack'd her Cards, and got his Pelf, 

But Jobn the Groom, play'd all the Game: 
With Child ſhe prev'd, the 7 in at ths 8E a 
AnsaAnd not a ſingle Word of John, e e 

I bit; old Roger nee Hue, EP ETA, 
But ftill ſhe ſwore twas his alone. * 
The Gueſts all bid to a Chriff ning for't, | 

I hopp'd and jump'd from Chair to SE yum: 
"Twas I that made the only Sport, DE 

And tickled every Goſſip there. 

From Peg to honeſt John I fled, | ; 

By him was to my Lach bore, Wa red | 
I revell'd in a Damaſk Bed, * WR Es 

And ne'er had ſuch ſoft Limbs before. 

The *Squire quite blind to all her org | 

Or ſnor'd, or ſtaid out all the Night, 

J wander'd o'er her Neck, her Arms, 

And envied John ſuch vaſt Delight: 

Oft when ſhe ſlept, I'd gently move, 5 

Dwell on her Thighs, with ee bleſt, { 
Or wrap me in the Down of Love, ttigqin 49% 

Or wanton on her ſwelling Breaſt. 
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PoEMsS en ſeveral Occafions. 
Pride ſeiz'd the beauteous F air-One' Heart, 


In Coach and Six to Court conyey'd, 
I thought it Prudence to depart, 


And ſo took up a nobler Trade. 


Upon a modeſt looking Prude 


I leap'd, and thought myſelf ſecure, 
But found her manifeſtly lewd, | 
Her virtuous Face was but a Lure: _ 
On Chairs, in Corners, on the Ground, 
With fighing, panting out of Breath, 


She kept ſuch a continual Round, 


That I was almoſt preſs d to Death. 
On M—— ds of Hr I have fed, 
And thence on *Squires, Lords and Dukes, 
And have with them been oft a-bed, 
With Scullions, Chambermaids, and. Seek. 
Ambition then my Heart poſſeſt, | 
I on a Royal Garment leap'd ;* TE 
But Grandeur rarely makes us blen, 5 
For there with Life I hardly cap d. 
In every Change and State of Life, 
From wand' ring Beggar to a King, 
I've been, and heard the“ canting Coiſ, 
And heavenly Farinelli ſing. | 
A Doctor from his Wife's plump Thigh, 
Gaping ſtedfaſt, took me up, 


And all my Beauties did deſcry, 


As poring thro* his Microſcope. 
She to his *Prentice me convey'd 
One Summer Evening on a Bench,, 
And he, a roaring, youthful Blade, 
Strait gave me to a Cinder-wench.. 
4 D- 4. ; 
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12 POEMS on ſroeral Otcafins. 


Thus let the round be where it will, 


With Mer and Fleas tis all the ſame ; 
"We hurry to our Center ſtill, 
And end but there, Wen Ute we ln "ry 
O Man! thou Wretch! where tends thy Pride? 
Thou art a Being frail as I, 
Reaſon and Senſe our State divide, 
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POOR DIC K. A Les 


S Richard walled with Pers, hand in hand, 


Reaſon cou dſcarce their fierce Defires command, | 


His wiſhing Eyes did his fond Longings tell, 

Her Breaſts with equal Longings roſe and fell. 
Peggy was baſhful, Richard was too ſlow, 

Both long'd to tell their Wiſh, yet knew not how, | 
In trembling Accents Richard thus begun, 
Peggy, your Beauty has my Peace undone ; 
Where'er I go, you ſtill are in my Mind, 

No other Thought can there Admittance find, 
Or thraſhing here, or praying in the Pew, 
Your Image does my ſcatter d Thoughts purſue. 
He ſaid; and bluſhing turn'd his Face away 

To hear what Peggy in return would fay ; 

Who was o'erjoy'd to hear the Swain ſo kind, 
And was reſoly'd ſhe wou'd not lag behind. 
Richard, ſaid ſhe, _ 

P ve often thought your Hands were ſofter much 
Than any Swain's that I did ever touch; 
Your pleaſant Eyes with greater Luſtre ſhine, 
And Cherry Cheeks, and whiteſt Feeth are thine ; 
Voor ſhining Hair, in gayer Ringlets flows, 

And ey'ry Feature till ſuperior ſnews. 

Oerjoy'd, the Shepherd kiſs'd the lovely Maid, 
Which ſhe with wanton Eagerneſs repaid. 
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ſb POEMS on ſeveral as. 
A Kiſs, good Gods ! which might the Coldeſt fire, 


And raiſe in wintry Age a young Deſire. 


But he, who never knew the like before 
| Broke into vile Abuſe, and call'd her Wiese 3 
" T'© hawking fell, and wiping of his Mouth, . : 
And oſten ſwore, the Kiſs was quite uncouth. 
Peggy, finding her Kindneſs thus abus'd, 
Of weak Stupidity the Swain accus'd ; 
Shew'd him his Folly, and her kind Intent, | 
And bluſhing told him what that Soſtneſs meant; 
Richard with Tears his Folly did repent, | . 


” 
PR” : 
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And try'd each Art the Damſel to content, 

But all in vain, Peggy wou' d ne*er relent. 

Enrag'd, ſhe ſwore ſhe wou'd revenge the Trick, 
So ſent him packing with an— Ah Poor Dick ! 


3 L 
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FPEOEMsS on ſeveral Otcaſons. 1 
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ARE AL CASE... 


WIT told Celia, that the Fair F 5 
A In Fame reſembled China Ware: 1. 
Indeed! ſays ſhe, — well if We do 
I've had this Diſh —— Years ——- twenty two 
To prove its Strength ſhe took it up, . - : 
And whilſt ſhe prais'd it, crack'd the Cup. 5 
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To Mrs. CIE in Ms Charadter 1 
| 0 A R A. | | 


HEREVER Merit the bende. 
Heart, 

Unaſk'd, will it's due ſhare of Praiſe i impart. $ 

Judgment ſe ripe, the Paſſions painted true, 

Others attain by Time, by Nature you: : 

You teach true Senſe in ſofter Sounds to warm, 

And Virtue borrows Ai f from Beauty's form; / 

If ſuch thy firſt Attempt! How wilt thou ſhine, 

When Nature ſhall with ripen d Art combine; : 

And O/djfeld's 2 5 Juſineſs join. 
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ASONG 52 Tinea to inks 
 NER in PATER-NosTER-Row. 


IT v, O gent! eNymph my pain. Ts 
Nor blaft me with a cruel Frown 3 3 
How happy is the youthful Swain, 


Whom you, with Love ſhall crown. 
Oh! were I claſp'd in thoſe dear Arms 


I'd revel in the Bliſs ſo hig, 
'That Gods ſhou'd envy me the Charms, 


Too great for Mortals to enjoy. 
The Face that's ſo heavenly . 

Can never continue unkind; - 8 
Thoſe Eyes that ſo ſparkling are, 

Do they betry a cruel Mind? 
Oe! thy Vo- ry ad. 

And to her my Paſſion declare, 
Waft all my ſoft Sighs to the Maid, 
And make her as kind as ſhe's fair. 
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Nu in Mr. PO P E's Works. 
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R F E c E. july boaſts her Homers "s mighty 
Name, 

Rome reſounds Majeſick 7 wgiÞ's Fame; ; 

France ſhews her Boileau, We with All can cope, 


For Homer, Virgil, Boilean, we have Pope. 
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| Spoken ExTZMPORE on ſeeing the 


BRITISH FLEET... 


N vain loud Storms infeſt our Chalky Shore, 
Or all the World with angry Thunders roar; 
Since Nature's ſelf obeys our wide Command: 
While Wager rules the Sea, and George the Land. 
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18 POE MS onſeveral Occaftons. 


LOVE and FRIENDSHIP. 
A BALLAD Mavau E. , 
Defign'd to be forms at the Tr 24 ATR : 


at RICHMOND. _ 


The Scene draws and Diſcovers Clody, 
Mycon and Lucia, ſeated at a Ta- 
ble. (Clody Melancholy.) 


A 1 R I. Mrycon Sings. 


RITHEE, Chdy, what's the Matter? 

p Why art thus to Sorrow bent? 

Kiſs him, Lucia, he'll be better; 
Woman's Kindneſs brings Content 


F 7 _ [She Kiffes bim. 
Gently in your Arms enfold him, 
If you're fond — why, fond appear, 
With a wiſhing Eye behold him, 
N ought but Friends to Love are here, 
[She E mbraces him, 


AIR 


TT 


, 


4 * 1 we 
* IRE " , 1 * 
19 
- 


POEMs on ſeveral Occafions. 


19g 
AIR, II. Copy andLycia. : 
To the Tune of, When the Kine had given a Pail- full. 


CLopy. Thy Kiſſes, Lucia, are ſo tender, 1 
None can e'er reſiſt the Charm. ; 
Lucia. To thee all Nymphs muſt ſure ſurrender, 


Ilͤ hou can'ſtev'ry daun n 
CLo. Vat ere Ir cauer ooo 
Lv. Here — fog 
Both. All my Joy, and all I have; ey 
CLo. _.., You're my Pleaſyre,, 
ä You! re my Treaſure! np 
55 ( Lucia's Love is all I Cre. 
Both. Lane 15 allI rs 1 78 
AIR am. mene an Ear, he by 


"My con. * 


Why, this is now ſomething! I Tke it, my Boy ! 
To ſee my Friend happy, encreaſes my Joy; 
And tho' I'm now paſt: it, yet nevertheleſs, 

By helping another my Zeal I expreſs ; . 

I love the young Fellows, I plainly do tell, 
Who follow the Buſiheſs I once lik'd' ſo well ; - 
And may the gay Rover who loves a ſweet Face, 
Ne'er want a kind Friend, nor a Laſs to Embrace. 


-- 
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O Richmond! Sweet Scene of Delight ! 
Thou Picture of Nature and Bliſs ; 


© Whoſe Hill does afford to the Sight 


A Profpett of Pleaſure and Peace, 


Here Burlingtor's Labours around, 


In beautiful Structures appear; 


Sweet Thames ever pleaſing is found, 


And Lucia, 'more ſweet, too is here, 
When ever thy Charms I explore, 

My Love for the Maker declare, 
But ſtifl T adore him much more, 

For forming my Lucia ſo Fair. 


AIR V. Charming Sally. | 


Mr. | 


Then who wou'd &er to Londen go, 


That can live here contented ? 


Who'd change a Peaſant for a Beau, 


In Friendſhip once cemented ? 


Here Friendſhip's true, and Maids are kind, 


None ever will deceive you; 


Sure Love and AN bake” 


From Sorrow can relieve you. 


AIR 
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AIR VI. — : 4 | 
i 
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*** . 
The Learned may read, the Poet may fing, 
And the dull Student the Solitude bear; 1 
But London's the Place for Beggar or King, 1 
And for the young Rake, the propereſt Sphere; | 
Tho” here you find . 7 
A Maiden kind. | 
Vet there a whole Thouſand you have at your Hand, 
With Glances moſt killing 
All ready and willing, 
And never reject hat e er you command, 


II. 
| No Rover of Laube, will ever be bound © 
To any fond She, tho never ſo fair 
The Pleaſures of Love in changing are ſound, 
And Mlamiegvin bara His of Oe. 
There's Country Fools, 
Will be ſach Tools; 


— — 


But Men of Diſeretion will never come too: 


We're Lovers of many, 
Ne'er Conſtant to any, | 
But Fwear to-all chat are Handlome and Nev. 


22 
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AIR VII. The Laſs of Patie's Mill. 
Luc1a. . C 


And will you, Cloady, leave + 
(Alas, it cannot be) 
Your Lucia here to grieve, 
And pine for Love of thee? | 
What Woman wov'd give Ear, 15 
Or in your Sex Delight; 
The greateſt Charms we ſhare, 
For Novelty you ſlight. 


AIR, VII. Can then @ Look, &c. 


.Crovy, Lucia'and My con. 


Clo. 


La. 


Mr. 


Lv. 


Mr. 
| CLo. 


Can then my Love e'er doubt my Truth, 
Which Time can ne'er remove ? 

Yes, well I know, how fickle's Youth ; 
How apt to change its Love. 

0 do not wander from my Sight: 
Will you leave your Friend ſo dear? 

Love ſhall chain thee with Delight, 
And tender Friendſhip hold thee here. 


My Friend thy Hand, to thee, believe me, 


I'll be ever kind and true; 
Nor, my Lucia, will I leave thee, 
But here live and die with you. - 


The 
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POEMS on ſeveral Occafions. 


The LOUSE. 
Ju Imitation of the FL EA. 


OT in an Alley near St. Boau, 
Born on a ſturdy Beggar's Smock, 
My Mother, tho' of humble Show, 
Yet fed me beſt of all her Flock : 
One Ev'ning as ſhe took her Stand 
In Alley blind, in hopes of Prey ; 
A young Attorney ſqueez'd her Hand, 
And ſtrait they went to amorous Play. 
From her to him I ſoon did haſte, | 
_ (Who felt me not when full of Sport) 
By him convey'd, I ſoon did taſte 
The Pleaſures of an Inn ef Court. | 
When he, dead drunk, in Sleep was bound, 
I thought to ſup upon his Face; 
But to my great Surprize I found, | 
'Twas all impenetrable Braſs ! 3 
From thence ſtrait to his Head I went, 
Which made me ample Recompence: 
It's Softneſs did my Heart content, 
Nor had it e' er been hurt by Senſe. 
Tho' I obſcure, liv'd out of Sight, 
Great Actions in my Life you'll find; 
For I with wond'rous Art did bite 
The Man who cozen'd all Mankind. 


24 POEMS os ſeveral Oer. 


To dine at Commons, Taverns ſup, 
Still with my Maſter did I trudge, | 
I had my Share of ey'ry Cup, 
And I have laugh'd before a judge. 
My Maſter having once a Cauſe, - 
Where many Counſel were to plead ; 
With roaring Skill evade the Laws, 
And make the Villain's Ways ſucceed. - 
I heard the Cauſe; and ſaw the Crowd, 
Sure Louſe was ne'er ſo toſs'd about, 
But when the Counſel pleaded loud, 
J loſt my Senſes in the Rout. 
In vain into the Wig's Retreat, 
To ſhield me from the Noiſe I fly, 
When thoſe Law-Organs but repeat, ng 
What Louſe but with the Fright muſt die? 
A Shout, they ſay, once clear'd the Air, 
And kill'd the feather'd People round; 
So when loud Counſel roar and ftare, 
No Fly can in the Hall be- found. 
No Traps to catch the harmleſs Mouſe, 
Or put the gnawing Rat to Death, 
A Lawyer need not crack the Louſe, 
Since they can murder with their Breath. 
With much ado I left the Rout, 
So tir'd that I ſcarce could ſtir, 
Wanting a Place I look'd about, 
And hid me in the Judge's Furr. 
From him I to his Lady: ſtole, 
(I always lov'd the Fair Sex beſt) _ 
There view'd each Part without Controul, 
And revelPd in her Neck and Breaſt. 


She 
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She, in her Huſband's Abſence frail, 
Indulg'd herſelf in Actions dark; ee 
And while Love's Pleaſures did prevail. 
I left the Fair, and feiz'd her Spark. 
By him convey'd, I reach'd the re 
I never ſaw fo fine a Show ; 
Stateſmen I found of no Import, 
The Manly Belle, and Female Beau 4 009A 
To Tea-Tables I daily went. 
And heard the Tittle-tattle there; 
Where all condemn'd with one Conſent. 
The Wiſe, the Modeſt, Brave and Fair. 
At dear Quadrille we often met, 
The modiſh Ladies' chief Delight, 
Where Winners ſmile, and Loſers ſtet, 
And peeviſh ſpend. the tedious Night: n tio, 
Here Ladies loſe what Tradeſmen claim | :noobid 35 
By Nightly Revels Beauty's marr d. 
The Huſband's Fortune, Joy and Fame, 
And Peace are: barter' d for a Card. 
With me theſe Parties ne'er agreed, 
Who ever liv'd a ſober Joule, - $ e $7 
80 I reſoly'd, with utmoſt ſpeed. 
To change my Mannor and my Elo. 
Strait to a Gameſter's Wig 1 fled, 
A Man of noted Wealth and Birth, | 
Who when he loſt ſo ſcratch'd his Head, 
That I was almoſt claw'd. to Death. 
A Coquette's Tow'r I then poſſeſt, 5 
Whoſe Head a conſtant Wagging key, 
At Ball nor Play I neer.cou'd; a 
Nor ever once in Quiet ſlept. 
nz 


mt 
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Then crawl'd into a Beau's Toupee, 
Who did his Manners fo unfold, - | 
His Hat was off continually, - e 1 % 1 ett 


That I was almoſt ſtary'd with Cold.” w 155 


Beneath a City Belle's lac'd Quoif 

At Eaſe luxuriouſly I fed, 
Till cruel B cut me off, 

To eaſe the Fair-One's Head. 
The Lady bluſh'd to ſee me fall. 


Then ftrait ſhe did for Betty call, 

And box'd, and thus abus'd the Wench, 
You ſaucy Slut, whoſe only Care 

Is dreſſing me, in all this Houſe, 

Yet have 1 found, oh ſad Deſpair ! | 
Upon my Head a monſtrous Louſe! 
My hideous Form they cenfur'd much, 

Not one to pity me was found, 
Not one my Body dar'd to touch, 

At ſight of me, they ſcratch'd all romd. 
Betty with utmoſt Haſte was ſent, 

My Ruin thro ly to compleat, 
To execute the joint Conſent, - 

And throw me ſtrait into the Street. 
There wrapt in Hair I fadly lay, 

My tortur'd Fancy full of Pain, 
Till Molly Rag paſs' d by that way, 0 

And kindly pick'd me up again. 
Carried by her, I now live here 

Amidft St. Giles's Loufy Pack, 
Exempt from ev'ry anxious Fear, 

But the untimely, deadly Crack. 
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An Epiſtle to a Friend in the cm in the 
N Long Vacation. 


HII. S T you in ſome calm Rural Cottage ſit, 
Depreſs'd with Love, or quite elate with Wit: 
Whilſt on the Banks of the ſmooth gliding Thames, 
You write to the ſoft Murmurs of the Streams; 
Content and eaſy, void of all Deceit, 
But when the ſcaly. Innocents: you cheat ; 
Or uſe each Grace, and eyery, tempting Air, 
To charm the kind, conſenting,” yielding Fair, 
(Nor much the Diff rence ! Flies are cheaply bought) 
And Women are as ſoon as Gudgeons caught) 
Tho' mid this Round of Pleaſure idle grown, 
Can you forget the (once-loy'd) noiſy Town? 
Are all the Joys of Drum quite forgot? 
Can't C——/ claim one vacant Wiſh or Thought! 
The Belles, who once in borrow'd Tiſſue ſhone, 


— 


Now ſighing ſhake their Legs in ragged Gown, 
Oh ſad! to Six-pence falPn from Half a Crown. 
Come then ye Rural Rakes enhance the Price, 
Or all the Ladies will their Trade deſpiſe ; 

Will never kiſs but out of meer Delight, 

And quite forſook, grow virtuous out of ſpite. 
The Ro/e, a diſmal Scene! no Bliſs affords, 

No Bullies ſwear, nor claſh their peaceful Swords ; 
Nor ſweats the Porter ſent for various W-—res, 
Whilſt - nminates on long loſt Scores; 


No 


9 


Conſtant in Sloth, ſtill the ſame Courſe we keep, 


NT OT WY e 
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No frequent Noiſe we hear of Cingue or Sice, | 
Bur in dark Box are laid the uſeleſs Dice- 9927 7 , 
Thus every Day with lest, , dey? n its 
" Our Life but one va/# Nothing, one dull Void; 


We dine, we dawdle, we b drunk and ſleep. 
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To let the Day appear, 
When I afraid of b'ing too late 
Stole ſoftly to my Dear. 


1 
Wrap'd in a pleaſing Sleep ſhe lay, 
Fer Veil was looſely ſpread, 
Which did her tender Limbs betray, 
Nor kept one * hid. 


I gently ſtole an 'am'rous „ 
Which crimſon'd Ger Ber Face * 


Nor yet content with ſuch a Bliſs, 
Sought a diviner Place. 


IV. 
Ye Pow'rs! when panting on her Nl, 
No greater Boon I'd ſue, 
Tad all the Tranſports of the bleſt, 
A Heav'n in every View. 


V. 
Her Eyes then op'ning like the Day 
Emit a piercing Beam; 
She wak'd—T ſtole with ſpeed away, 
She took it for a Dream. 


HE roſy Morn unbar'd her Gate 
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Wrote 


3 POEMS on ſeveral Odtafions. h 3 I 


Wrote i Extenpive in 4 2 8 9 

Vo Paris to Oct prov'd fas, * 

And Phaon ſhunn'd the witty Sappho's Yiews 
Ve Gods of Lowe heut this a Lover's „ 
„May you prove conſtant as you're kind and fair, 
As you the Le/bian do in Wit excel, 
vou may Oenone too in loving well; 
I a ne O chen ariſe he'll ning 
Our Loves, and on the tuneful warbling String, 
Eternal Trophies to our Mem'ry raiſe, 
And endleſs Time ſhall _ our Love and _ 
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NuPT1ALs of Their Royar Hi6n- 
'NESSES the PRINCE of WALES, 
and PrINCEss AUGUSTA, of 
Saxkx Gorna. 1 5 l 
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H E Morning Lark, that mounts the Sky, 
With quiv'ring Pinions ſprings ; 
Ihe riſing Sun allures him high, 
And as he Mou, he Sings. 
. 
In artleſs Strains the humble Mae . 
Thus grateful Tribute pays; 


The only Theme ſhe now purſues, 
Is fair AuGusTa's Praiſe. 


III. 


The Ev'ning Sun, ſerene and clear, 

juſt hover'd o'er the Deep, 

Painting with ruddy ſtreaks the Air, 
And gilt the rocky Steep. 


* 


[| 
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IV. 17 
When Hymen in 118 Pomp array'd, | | rid | 5 £ 1 


With Pleaſure in his Face, | 
His Torch new Ii't, each Charm difplay'd, | . 
The happy Day to Grace. 
v. 5 | 
Admiring ſtqod the j joyous Swains, : 
To ſee the God fo Gay, | 


| Whilſt to their Ears, in tuneful Strains, 
He did theſe. Sounds convey. , 


„„ as 


—— — 


VI. 

Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye a 9 to ak. 

Why Hymen does rejoice; 
Since tis the Univerſal Taſk, 

To ſmile at Frederic#'s Choice. 

. VII. 11 5 Re aA ay 

Union ſo firm each Boſom Warmes, 
Each in the other Bleſ, ; ＋ 
He only worthy of the Charme 

By Her alone poſſeſt. 


VIII. a 4 5 
Good Nature, and good Senſe combine 7 
With Temper free and ſweet; 1 
To make the Royal Beauty ſhine, 
And form the Fair compleat. 


IX. 
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IX.. 
Her Godlike Mien to eyery Breaſt 
A thrilling Joy imparts, 
The Cyprian Goaaeſs ſtands confeſt, 
And ſteals into our Hearts. | 


9 " 


X. 


Nor Beauty ſheds alone its Beams, 
Tho' firſt of Human-kind ; 
But when ſhe ſpeaks, that Beauty ſeems ; 
'The Shadow of her Mind. | 


XI. 
Mortals, attend, again behold 
The Bleſſings paſt come round ; 
Again returns the Age of Gold, 
With Peace, and Pleaſure crown'd. 


XIT. 


When Fate ſhall raiſe her to a Throne, 
And regal Honours join; 

The Fair ſhall (then a Monarch bonn 
With double Luſtre ſhine. | 


Sa <6 
| Succeeding Times ſhall ſee their Race 
From Age to Age deſcend ; | 
Their Off. ſpring Britain's Throne ſhall Grace, 
Till Time itſelf ſhall end. 
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XIV. 
Lovg hall they Ris i. ger .., n 
The Wonder of Mankind, 
And unborn Ages bleſs the Day, 
When firſt their Hands were foin'd. 


| Ge) dim. 4 EE 
Tis here the Gods their Skill impart, ts 
(Theſe their peculiar Care) 
And Nature's laviſfh'd all her Art 
To form this perfect Pair. 
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On CL OFs going into the Coun Tay. 


HA B US with fulleſt Rays now W the 
| Plains, 0 
And bonnteous Ceres pays the 1 Pains. | 
Here Flowers blow, there Corn inchants the Sight; 3 
Here Rivers run, there warb' ling Birds delight: 
All Things conſpire to make her Joys increaſe, 
And lull the Love-fick Soul to balmy Peace ! 
Che with double Beauty decks the Scene, 
-. Adds Scent to F ow'rs, and Beauty to the Green : 
When riſing from her Bed at Dawn of Day, . 
Her Eyes encreaſe and aid the feeble Ray, | þ 
To drive with double ſpeed the Morning Dews away. 
In vain the Gardens ſmile, the Fruits allure, 
To me, Alas; ng Pleafure they procure, , 
For Claes gone, who was my only Joy, 
' Theſe ſoon will pall, but the can never Cloy ; 
Flow'rs and Fruits but in their Seafons cheer, 
But ſhe revives and charms me all the Year. 
O Grant, ye Pow'rs! that 1 may ever find 
My lovely Cloe, as ſhe's beauteous, kind 8 
For weaker Taſtes Variety prepare, 
But my Delight is center'd wholly there: 
And while my Che does but Faithful prove, 
I'll never from her tender Arms remove. 
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* Molh is of Form Divine, 
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ave the Jeſſamine, S "SG 
Softer than the Down of Doves; i © 19 
Thouſand Charms, &; 57 
F'er renewing 3 
Love Diſarmss, 


I * # .: 
0 y 4 


| All purſuingn gn 
When the Dance ſhe biiftcly-Jeads,. b 


Each Heart with deen Wiſts boos. | 


: IT. 


When eber ſhe paſſes thro? ion, 
The Vi'lets ſpring beneath, 1 dd dien 192 
The Gentle Zepbyrs ſoftly move . 
And . h Mg Ta 
On her Lip. Ya7909 29 562 08 144A” 
an Sighing, 
Peay ae. 
Scoedefying 3 (0 
Cou'd 7 ſhare with them in Blif, | s ia 
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RICHMOND: 4 BaLLAD, 


To the Tune of Tweed fide 


| NH | 4. 
N Richmond's cool: Grottos, reclin'd, 
On a verdant ſoft Moſly Bed ; 
Who wou'd to a Court be confin'd, 
When ſuch Bliſs is poſſeſs'din this St] 


| H. a; 
The Thames that flows ſmoothly along, 
A Witneſs to Loyers ſad Pains ; 
Inſpires their Amorous Song, 
And echo's in Rills to their Strains. 


Sweet warble the * and the Thru, 
In every Field, and each Grove: 
The Nightingale too from each Buſh, 
Replys to the ſoft cooing Dove. 


IV. io 
The Zephyrs that play *mid'ſt the Trees, 
Spread a genial Fragrance around, 
And refreſh with a et e 8 
a The Flow'rs thi cm! the Ground. 
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V. 
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Falite, nd-Rabn's. 
All. Nature's vaſt Pleaſures in view: | 
New Graces ſtill riſe to the Mind, : 
"And 3 each Hour renew. 


VI. 
Were Mortal: their Stations to chooſe 
In lieu of their Paradice loſt ; +; 
Each Retreat but this. they'd refuſe, 
And find it as bleſt as the Firſt. 
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Lead me to ſome rural Shade, | - 
With Silence and Contentment bleſt ; 3 


Where nought that's noiſy may invade 'F 


My Slumbers, or diſturb my Reſt : 
Where filver Waters gently move, 
Where Roſes blow, and Briars ſmell :- 
There wou'd I figh my wond'rous Love, 
And of my Cælia's Beauties tell. 
Each Bird attentive to my Moan ſhall be, 
And all, but cruel Cælia, pity me. 
My doleful Strains 
Shall move the Swain 
And melt to Fears the moſt obdurate Heart, 
Each Savage in my Grief wall be a Part: 
Woe ſhall pervade | 
Thro*every Maid, 
Whoſe ſympathizing Spul, ſhall feel the Smart. 


© a. 


11 


—— 
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e 
ECEIVE, my Cie, 0 ghy tender ue 


C01 ITT off 


Charms; 
Behold him ſhook. twixt PESTS Doubts and ; 
And judge his Paſſion by the Looks he wears : 


Love warms his Cheeks, and burns in ev'ry Part, 


Light by the amoroug Pu in his Heat, 122 


Neglect breeds Rage; Palleflion. Joys disine, 


Where to Delighz, n As A DOE PRs G03 II 
No Pow'r nor Art, ſuch Magic can control. A 
Which fix the Eyes = captivates the Soul. 

But whither wou'd my fond Deſires lead ? 
Can'ſt thou prevail when Gold and Titles ds. 
Gold is the God at whom moſt Females glance, 
When Fortune pipes the niceſt Dame wall. A 
But leave, and lay ſach rude Reflections by. 
And for thy Cure on Cælias Wit rely, 
The Man ſhe hates can't purchaſe, him ſhe * 

can't die. 


The blscitg Your, | now. opting mad wy 25 
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Regardiel of the fighing Bo ES 
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vet All I 3 in my Heart. 
Thou art the Fair whom moſt 1 s 

TIl keep thy Image, the with Smart, = 
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In Sighs rode us complain; 7 


And to the harden'd Rocks pl bod x 
By Day thou art my conſtant Pain, 
At Night the Ven ef my Sleep. 


| 1442 
H 0 Wee phi? thoy's; ans £0 8 


o * 
4 4, 15 


' 19 
— o : ) * 
a A 
4 4 * 4 
"Y w * 7 1 
L 
T4 


PRO- 


P OEMS au ſeveral Occaſont. 


LONG Co. WANs 2 


WW It 
Yu) on Wt — 


PROLOGUE the Beg 
Cv ckor p: 4 Farce of One Aa 
© Cranfared from. MO LIE R k. 


Spoken by Mr. BRIDGWATER: 


VR tender, Author, af his Fate afraid, 
Sends me by Prologue, ta implore the 
all kind Friends, whoſe 7 can't refuſe 

T indulge the Scribbling of an Infant Muſe. 
Our Beardleſs Bard (raſh does th? r 
Draws ſome Afliſtance from the fam d Mojzere;  - 
Under his Hum our he diſplays N. 
For our Boy's 5 aults, bis bi Beauties x may Attone 3. 1 g * 
With Skill t the York not to Ay 66 a * 
By Obſervation only, 2, 1 Ger Tall 
Encouragement (the Soul of Art) we find 3 
Doubles the Vigour « r of the aQive Mind; „ 
With Candour, generouſly, then judge his pop 
Nor damn him þ by too too rigid Critiek's. Lawsz f Sig * 


But fondly check. ſeverer Thanghta,. AO Fe 75 
Perſectionꝰs not the Product of a Day: viert 01 1 
This race-of Glorys freely let him m, cdl 


Kill not the Bud juſt opening . i Us 
But kindly think, when once the bluſhing "EIS 
Has *ſcap'd the Winter's Froſt, and killing Snows, | 


Open, "twill "ARE un. ee N diſclaſe. J 
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wur by Mars." TavrMOND after A 0 
I "The Pari of JANE SRE 


Written iy Mr. e HE P W O OD. 


Fy upon't ! ſee how my Cloaths are foil\a/t |; 
O lad! my! Petticoat; is down-right ſpoil'd ;'. - 
Pm ſothirag'd? = 725 find I maſt complain: a 
Tis not to be endur'd — — my Head ! What Pain? 

I've lain ſo long upon this filthy. Stage, „ 

I ſcarce have Reaſon to contain my Rage —— _ 

O Frightful ! What the. Curtain not let down! . oe 
Ye Brutes! Expoſe me thus to all the Town... We 
Yet hold, I'm not ill-natur'd, and will ſhew WEE 
But wreak my Vengeance on the wretched Poet. TO 
Women, you know, have Liberty to rail, $4 
Their Tongues are Weapons that do ſeldom fail — 
Theſe Tragic Authors are ſuch ſilly Elves, 

They pleaſe no mortal Creatures — but dena. | 
What tho' u King had gain'd the Lady's Graces, : 
Kings rarely get a Miſtreſs by their Faces. 5 
When Fane had once from Wedlock gone e ws 
She might have taken Haſtings in her Way. 5 
How often in this City do you find _ 

AGirl, in Dreſs and Equipage reſin d. LR 
Fhaunting about at Maſquerades and Plays. 
Thinking no End of all her happy Days. 


The 
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The Beaux and Fops, with Pig-tails in her Train; 
Vet, in a Month, is found. in ag Loos 
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"Was ling to e with kis Soul; e 
He acted like a Man within his Station, 

As one who knew, he was but in the Faſhions. _ 

If all ſuch Sinners, ſhou'd Jane's Penance meet, 

You'd fee a hundred Ghoſts in every Street. 


But now one Word eee 
I'm glad to ſee you here with all my Heart; by 
May each kind Youth a virtuous Virgin Soda: > IT 
And Hymen's Vows their mutual Wiſhes bind. | 
May all fair Traders in juſt Wealth abound, 

And Peace, with Plenty, our fam'd es urround. 
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Sent a Gentleman, who was ill of the ae 
with Tickets for a Benefit inclos d. 


Hope, el Friend, your plaguy Gout, 


I No more retards your going out, 
Tho' it renews the Leaſe of Life, 


I wiſh it but to vex your Wife; 
For Wives at beſt, you know, are evil ; 


Mine ſcolds and maunders like the Devil; 
But yours, I hope will comb your Head, 


If ſtill your Underſtanding's Dead, 
And pay you all your former Scores, 
Before your Worſhip's out of Doors ; 
III ſend my Rib to let her know, 
She always ſerves her Cuckold fo ; 
But if from Gout you re nor free, 
(Fore-runner of Log 

You may, no queſtio, fand in FP) 
Of ſomething that is ne / te read; 
Therefore, tis to be ſuppos d, 

The reaſon why you have th' inclos'd ; 
There's Learning writ in ev'ry Line, 
Or elſe they never cou'd be mine; 
Therefore I ſend 'em all to you, 

To help your honeſt Neighbours too, 
Pray drop the Bills in e ery Pew, 

The Sunday juſt before the Day, 

I ſhall intreat, nay beg, and pray 
Your Parſon may give out my Play. 


1 
| 


[© 
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In theſe, or in ſome better Words, 
(If better his good Tongue Cn, 


Fo £7! - 4 | "9; = 2 
Now I have given out my Text. 


TB let you know, on Fridaynext, 

At ſuch a Place in Drury-Lane, e 

(He need not make it over plain ng 

A Play call'd Cato will be done, | 

If *tis not that, there will be none 
(In doing this, he will be civil) 
As alſo Fauſtus and the Devil ; Bags, i TS 

I hope you'alf will go together, 1 
Be it or cold or ſultry Weather, 

Here are the Bills, then have among ye, 

Tis for the Benefit of * Fre BSE 
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Spoken by N.. CIBBER, | Junior, WRT 


O weep o'er Virtue's ſleeping Duſt is vain, 
Tears never rais'd the Dead to Life again; 1 
If Fondneſs hangs lamenting oer the Urn 
Tis our own Loſs we obſtinately mourn c 
The Dead repoſe in Peace, and wiſh not a . 
From Wilks' lov'd Name, theſe ſerious Thoughts ariſe, 
A Prologue ſtarts his Image to our Eyes ; 
Again we wiſh him to adorn the Stage, 
Again we want the Favourite of the Age: 
Penſive, for him, the Comic Muſe appears, 
And all the Smiles, and Loves, ate de wd with Tears: 
Away each wanton Maſk of Mirth: is thrown, 
And Sorrow paints their Featüfes Jike her own : 
Wit, like a Lute untum d, in fflence 1 
Without his Maſter-touch the Mulick . 
O cou'd the grateful Shade from Fate . 
A tranſient Term, an Hour, to ſpeak and live, 
On this great Moment, Vill wou'd ſurely break 
Death's iron Slumber, and in Triumph wake, 
Ig ſſee che Fair, the Great, the Good appear, 
Friends to his Fame, in one bright Circle, here, 
T* enjoy with rapture, the deſerv'd Applauſe, 4 
That Juſtice freely gives, and Merit draws, | 
ak To 
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| To hail the Royal Names, by Heav'n defign'd d 
A publick Good, and form'd to bleſs tg: "0 
Who uſe à Throne, but as a riſing Ground © - 
To look on Life, and learn the Profped Wund e 
To right the injur'd, hear the Suppliants cry, 
And wipe the ſtarting Tear from Sorrow's Eye; 
Diſtinguiſh Genius, on the Muſes ſmile, 
And pour a Blaze of Virtues o'er the Iſle. 2 
Enough! the gladſome Shade wou'd then exclaim 5 
The preſent Night's worth all my former Fame: 
Ev'n Life itſelf, no higher Tranſports gave, 


© 
„ 


Nor can a nobler Trophy conſecrate my Grave. 
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An Old SCOTCH BALLAD. 
To the Tune of, Woe's my Heart that we ſhou'd ſunder 


| I. 
HEN firſt I ſaw Cordelia's Face, 
My raviſh'd Soul was ſeiz'd with Wonder; 

Her Looks, her Smiles, her Mien, and Grace 5 

Piero d through my Heart, like Bolts of Thunder: 
Such ſparkling Beams flew from her Eyes, 

As lighten'd all the Room about her; 
I ſtood amaz'd in great Surprize, 

And had not Pow'r one Word to utter. 


II. 
Her Eyes were truly ſuperſine, | 
Her Mouth, her Noſe, and ev'ry Feature; 
She ſeem'd a Goddeſs, all Divine, 
The very Maſter- piece of Nature: 
Her Form was every way compleat, 
Nor ſhort, nor tall, nor thick, nor ſlender : 9 
I view'd her all, from Head to Feet, ; 
And cou'd not but my Heart ſurrender. 


III. 
Then hoping that her killing Charms, 
Might melt ſome times in Show'rs of Honey, 
I claſp'd her cloſe, all in my Arms, 
And ſwore ſhe was divinely bonny : 


4 


wo 


I kiſsd her ruby Lips and Cheeks, 
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Her Neck and Breaſts, which rais'd my wonder ; 


She charm'd me fo, in all Reſpects 
I little "_—_ we ſoon-ſhou'd funder, 


IV. 
Somewhat ſurpriz'd, ſhe faintly ſaid, 
She wonder'd why ſo. rude unto her ; 
Bade me hold off, and beg'd and pray'd, 
I ſhou'd not offer to undoe her: 
I felt a Pulſe in ev'ry Part. 
And both our Hearts went pittie-pattie, 
Yet ſhe complain'd with ſo much Art, 
That I forbore then out of 4 


But long, long Penance have I done, 
For being thus ſo tender-hearted ; 
The kind preſenting fair too ſoon, 
Too ſuddenly we two were parted : 
She was forc'd to go on board, 
And I condemn'd to ſtay behind her: 
Then nothing Comfort cou'd afford, 
When ſhe and I were forc'd to ſunder. 


"BC. 


1 * 


T've wander'd ſince Ten Thouſand Miles, 


I'll wander ftill *till I come at her; 
I think ſo on her charming Smiles, 

I never, never can forget her. 
Where e'er I am, what &er I do, 

At any Diſtance I adore her; 
Before I die, I'll ſurely go, 


And proſtrate throw myſelf before her. 


D 2 


N 


VII. 


| 32 POE MS on ſeveral Occaſions. 


| VII. 

I've always lying . next my Heart 
The Picture of my charming Wonder: 
It and I ſhall never part, | 

Tho? ſhe and I be far aſunder. 
To th' Emblem of her Heart, likewiſe 

Which out of her dear Hand ſhe gave — 
I offer daily Sacrifice, 
As to herſelf, who did enſlave me. 


VIII. 


Nay, if che Gods have pre- ordain d, 
That we again ſhall meet together; 
In Gratitude ſhe'll ſure be kind, 
And pity me before another: 
If fo then, happy, happy 1 
Shall end my Days in loving Raptures ; 
ITIl neither envy Majeſty, 
Nor ſuch vain Toys as Crowns and . 


Sent 


0 
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Sent to a Lady with u White French Neck- 
lace enclos'd. 


HINK not, vain Circlet, thou ean'ſt deck 
A Skin fo ſoft, ſo white a Neck. _ ' 
It's ſuperior Luſtre ſhall CE Es 9 
O'erpow'r, and make thy Brightneſs pale; 
Nor ſhalt thou ſmooth, or round appear, 
Unleſs her Breaſts reflected are: 
But yet, this Truth thou doſt impart, 
'Thou'rt ſoft and tender like her Heart; 
Too apt th' Impreſſion to receive, | 
Which ſometimes th' unworthy give: 
One Likeneſs more thou doſt afford, | 
Thou'rt ſmooth and brittle like her Word: 
But go, enjoy each beauteous Grace, 
Whilſt all * envy thee thy Place. 
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On the Death of J. A. Hodges, Eſq; * 
Addreſi'd to Albert Delande, E/; 


While yet, Delande, you mourn your Hodges Fate 

And your Soul labours with the oppreſſive Weight. 
While yet your Grief Sleep's gentle Aid denies, - 
Sobs at your Heart, and trickles from your Eyes; 

Oh! let mine too in friendly Sorrows flow, 
Shed Tear for Tear, and fympathize in Woe | 
For ſure Intruſion i is a generous Part, | 
When only meant Yaflit a bleeding Heart. 
Eaſy's the Load, when different-Strengths unite, - 
Partners in Sorrow make the Burden light. 

To heave the Breaſt, to ſwell the humid Eye, 
To mourn in publick, and in publick ſigh ; 
Theſe the meer Trappings of external Woe, 
Theſe, the leaſt Duties to the Dead we owe. 

To trace good Actions from the filent Grave, 
And noble Merit from Oblivion ſave, - p 
'To hinder Scandal, blunt the Edge of Spite, 
And ſet each Virtue in its faireſt Light, 

To bid them live to everlaſting Fame, 

This, this is all th' illuſtrious Dead can claim. 
Oh! ſay Delande (you, whom he low d ſo well, 
You know his Virtues, and you beſt can tell) 
Say, when in friendly Converſation join'd, 
What were the Dictates of his generous Mind ? 


N doleful Mood and melancholy State, 2 


Whilſt 


N 992 
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x1 Wulf ſome were pleas d the rapid Carr to guide, 
And thro the Streets in mimick Triumph ride; 
Whilſt others, riſing with the roſy Morn, 

Eager for Sport, obey d the ſprightly Horn; 

And, home neglected, urg'd the panting Deer, 
The Chace their Buſineſs, and the Field their Sphere: 
Not ſo thy Hodge. with indignant Mind, 

He view d theſe EZæpleti ves of Human- kind. 

No outward Pomp, no trifling Arts he knew, 

No idle Paſſions his Attention drew:= 

He built his Fame on generous Deeds alone, 

And loy'd to give, the Giver oft unknown : 

Wealth was his leaſt, his meaneft Praiſe, a 

As Feils but ſerve taugment the Diamonds Blaxe. 

I improve his Notions, to enlarge his Soul, 
To calm each Paſſion, and each Vice controul, 

To think like Man, to ſtudy every Art, 5 | 
That favoura Science, and: that mends the man N 
To aid th" to . 
And make afllifted Induftry his Care:; 
Tencourage Merit, Learning to c 

To Virtue always, and her Friends a Friend; 

This was his Pleaſure, his peculiar Bliſs, 

And Reaſon told him, he was born for this. 

This his Enjoyment, this his only Pride, 

Hence lov'd he liv'd, and hence bewail'd he died. 

Alas! too ſoon cut off in early Prime, 

He fell, lamented, fell without a Crime; 

The beſt Things frequently to Fate firſt yield: 

The Roſe is cropt, while Byambles ſpread the Field. 

So tis remark'd the Gen'rous, Good, and Great, ? 


„ 1 


In Bloom of Vouth ſubmit to partial Fate, 
Whilit the Unworthy ſhare a longer Date. 
Oh! had his Life a farther Period known, 
And Fate a-while defer'd the Death you moan. 


No 


e 1 
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No Signs of Grief my cheerful Face wou'd ſhow, - 
Nor wou'd thy Boſom heave with ceaſeleſs Woe. | 

But Face withſtands, and all thy Fears are vain ; 

Needleſs thy Grief, to no Effect thy Pain 
What's paſt we muſt ſubmiſſively endure, 

And Time and Patience are our only Cure. 

On marble Bu/o's brought from diſtant Shores, 
(Purchaſe of wealthy Pride, of ill-got Stores) 
Lo, where the Vulgar-Great ſupinely lean | 
With Looks contemplarive, and ſolemn Mien; 
And underneath the groſs Inſcription read, 

Where Prai/e but ſerves to /atirize the Dead. 
Fooliſh Ambition! Ineffectual State 

Thy Hodges needs not Tombs to ſpeak him Great: 
No Brazen Statue, no Sepulchral Stone; 

His Praiſe is founded on Deſert alone; 

Firm on the Bafis of his Worth he ſtands, 

Nor owes his Glory to the Sculptor's Hands; 

More dureable than Braſs he leaves to Fame, 

A good, a great, a gen'rous, honeſt Name. 


4 


On 


10 
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On the Death of BARTON BOOTH, 
E.; late one of his Majeſty's Company of 
Comedians, and one of the Patentees of the 
7. DEAIT 6 FAYE 1 in Drury-Lane. 


ID, al! ye tuneful Nine, my feeble Lays, Te 
To ſing my late, but worthy Patron's Praiſe, 


He was my Friend ; nor can I check my Grief, 


Unleſs this grateful Tribute brings Relief. 

In him each Moral Virtue was diſplay'd, 
Nor one mean Principal his Soul betray'd ; 
Kind Heav'n had form'd him Gocd as well as Great, 
Zealous to Love, but never known to hate; * 
He in ſuch tender Acts employ'd his Store, 
That even Envy wiſh'd he might have more. 

Booth in his Art ſo far excell'd Mankind, 
That few of equal Worth are left behind ; 
Heroes renown'd in him were juſtly ſhewn, 
And Cato's CharaQter was but his own; 
When he deſcrib'd, our Fancy ſaw the War, 
Or Mountains riſe, or- Meteors blaze in Air: 
In Grief ſuch Energy his Actions bore, 
"Tis Pity now, what Wonder was before. 
But when in him great Brutus was diiplay'd; * 
To ſee him ſternly view dread C2/ar's Shade, 
Neglect and Indolence Attention paid. 

When 
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Tears did the faded Eyes of Pleaſure drown, 
And Harmony her Inftrument threw down : 
Ev'n ſullen Death ſtood weeping o'er his Urn, 
And griev'd to think what raſhly he had done. 
What Pity 'tis, that Judgment, Wit and Senſe, 
Shou'd not from Death the bright Poſſeſſor fence ? 
What time we ſpend! what Toils we undergo, 
To ſhine in Arts, Death ruins at a Blow ! 
Scarce we attain Things worthy of the Man, 
Bat to our Kindred Clay we change again: 
No Reſon in the Infant Soul we ſpy, 
That ſpeaks its mighty Lineage from the Sky, 
And e'er we're finiſh'd as we ought, we dic. 
By Nature favour'd, and by Art refin'd, 
co:h for a perfect Model was deſign'd. 
But he is gone ſablimer Joys to prove, 
And fing with Angels in the Choir above; 
Aid may his Virtues prove as welcome there, 
A his loſt Merits are /amented here. 


When Booth expir'd, the Tragic Muſe did 1 
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Os « FLATTERER. 


ABEO, a flatt'ring Cringer at the beſt, 
Always a Friend ſincere, when at a Feaſt ; 

With friendly Talk, and ſmiling Face he eats, 
Yet even then, the gen'rous Donor cheats. 
Such are the Atheiſts whom God's Bounties ſhare, 
And yet againſt his Attributes declare : 
Deny his Power, and his Juſtice brand, 
Nor own the Goodneſs of his giving Hand; 
As Merit never can their Praiſes find, 


So Late is an Atheiſt to Mankind. 


The LA D T's DELIGHT. 


LME R TA loves her deareſt Pugg ſo much, 
Her Soul feels Pleaſure at the Creature's Touch 
Nor at leſs Price does ſhe her Gelding rate, 
But thinks him hardly us'd to bear her Weight; 
No Animal ſhe has at her Command, * 
But daily taſtes the Bounties of her Hand : 
Such ſoft Humanity wou'd ſure atone, 
For all the Evils Woman-kind have done—— 
| She is ſo fond of Beaſts, ſhe has made her Huſband 


One. 
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An EPIG RAM. 
Herefore does Locks Che fo reproach ? 


*Cauſe ſhe has all her Crimes ——and not her 
Coach. 


AAA AAA 


ANOTHER. 


ROM Men's Diſcourſe their different Skills we 
F find, 8 5 
And ſee the Turn and Byaſs of their Mind. 

Clio ſtill talks of paſt Things, and to come, 

And all we learn is, that he is not dumb. 


N Pe LT REIT TIES 


On MONEY. AnEpicRaM. 


. MONEY, *'tis faid, is Eis Root, 
Yet juſtly may we doubt it ; 
Can we expect g od thriving Fruit, 

* From any Szock without it ? 


T.H, 
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T. H. to Sip Eau S—x, who ſavꝰ d big 
Life, and defir'd him to ſend over all the. 
Rarities he cowd find in bis Travels. 


I NCE you, dear Doctor, fav'd my Life, 
By Turns to bleſs and plague my Wife, 

In Conſcience, I'm oblig'd to do 

Whatever 1s enjoin'd by you ; 


According then to your Command, 
That I ſhou'd ſearch the Weſtern Land, 


For curious Things of ev'ry kind, 
And ſend you all that I could find: 
Pve ravag'd Air, Earth, Seas and Caverns, 
Men, -Women, Children, Towns and Tarn: 3 
And greater Rarities can ſhow, 
Than Gre/am's Children ever knew. 
Which Carrier Dic# ſhall bring you down 
Next Time his Waggon comes to Town. 

Firſt, I've three Drops of that ſame Show'r, 
Which Jove in Danae's Lap did pour; 
From Carthage brought, the Sword I'll ſend, 
Which brought Queen Dide to her End: 
The Stone by which Goliab died, 
That cures the Head-ach, well apply'd ; 
The Snake-ſkin, which you may believe, 
The Devil caſt, who tempted Eve; 
A Fig-leaf Apron ; tis the ſame, 
Which Adam wore to hide his Shame; 


N 
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But now wants darning: T've beſide, 
The Blow by which poor Abel died. 
A Whetſtone worn exceeding ſmall, 
Time us'd to whet his Scythe withall, 


The Pidgeon, ſtuff d, which Noah ſent 
To tell him when the Waters went: 

A Ring I've got of Sampſon's Me. - 

The ſame which Dalilab did Wear; 

St. Dunſtan's Tongs, which Story ſhews, 
Did pinch the Devil by the Noſe: 

The very Shaft, as all may ſee, 

Which Cupid ſhot at Anthony : 

And, which above the reſt I prize, 

A Glance from Cleopatra's Eyes! 

Some Strains of Eloquence, which hung 
In Roman Times, on Tully's Tongue ; 
Which long conceal'd, and loft had lain, 
Till Cocoper found them out again. 

Then I've moſt curious to be ſeen, 

A Scorpion's Bite to cure the Spleen ; 

A Goad that, rightly us'd, will prove 

A certam Remedy for Love : 

As Moore cures Worms in Stomachs bred, 
Tve Pills cure Maggots in the Head ; 
With the Receipt too how to make em, 
To you I leave the Time to take em. 

I've got a Ray of Ph@bus' Shrine, 
Found in the bottom of a Mine. 

A Lawyer's Conſcience large and fair, 

Fit for a Judge himſelf to wear. 

Pve a choice Noſtrum fit to make 

An Oath, a Cath'lick will not take. 

In a Thumb Vial you ſhall ſee, 

Cloſe cork'd, ſome Drops of Honeſty ; 
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Which, after ſearching Kingdoms round 
At laſt were in a Cottage found. 


An Antidote, if ſuch there be, 
Againſt the Charms of Flattery. 

But after wond'rous Labours ſpent, 
I've got one Grain of rich Content : : 
It is my Wiſh, as *tis my Glory, 
To furniſh your Nicknackatory. 

I only beg, when e'er you ſhow em, 


Vou'll tell your Friends to whom you owe em, 


Which may your other Patients teach, 
To do, as has done, Yours, T. H. 
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To the Tune of, There liv'd long ago in a G 
Place, &c. | 


I. ; 
AS ever a Miſtreſs ſo gentle as mine! 
A Nature fo pleaſant! a Soul fo Divine 


Not one of her Airs to the Coquette allude, 
Nor has ſhe the Art of the whimſical Prude, 


She's always familiar, and yet never rude. 


II. 


Tender of Friends; and to Enemies kind; 

Cautious of Praiſe; to her F oibles not blind; 
Good-Nature and Virtue i in Cælia do blend, 

And tho' ſhe's ſo good, . ſhe's ſtill ſtriving to mend, þ 
And, what few will do, ſhe'll to Council attend. 


SAIL. |. - | 
Ye Maids that wou'd prove what Women ought to be, 
Follow th' Example in Cælia you fee ; 
Let Lovers, like Strephon, throw Folly aſide, | 
And only in Senſe and in Virtue confide, c 
And Lover and Huſband ſhall never divide. 
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To 1 Ct I: . 


N Che's Frowns, 1 read my Tos 
Each Action ſhews her rooted Hate z | 
Oh Pain! too great to bear! 0 
When I in Tears fall at her Feet, 
She'll not one Look afford ; -_ 
Nor all the Torments I repeat, 
Can gain one tender Word. 
Since Clee's Love, alas! I know, 
It is in vain to crave, 15 1 8 | 
Her Pity muſt one Word beſtow, a tf Aris 
And dying Damon ſave... . | 
Ye Lovers happy with the F air, 
O teach me all your Art, 1555 | 
That I to Joy may change my Care. | 
And gain my Che's Heart. | 
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The DISCONTENTED. AFane. 


OBSON, a homely Country Wretch, 


« Whoſe Lege were always on the ftretchz {| | g 


On ſome important Meſſage ſent, 

And with his Toil he ſeem'd content 
To carry howd' yes from the Fair, 

The rougheſt Tempeſt he cou'd bear: 
Or to a Feaſt the Mayors invite, 

That Office did his Heart delight? 
For where ſuch Feats were to be done, 
Our Fob/on always wou'd make one: 
Whenever Squire Thomas wrote, 
FJobſon to Sukey bore the Note! 
With ſuch Employments he and Wife 
Found means to gain an eaſy Life. 
One Day, on ſome great Buſineſs ſent, 
His Shoes by chance were ſadly rent, 
And ſoon his Feet began to ſmart, 
Which ſunk our walking Mercurys Heart; 
It did his Temper ſo offend, _ 

e cou'd not reach his Journeys End; 
He laid him down with Diſcontent, - 
And griev'd, as if to die he meant; 
And as he did his Grief purſue, 
The feather'd Tribe around him flew. 


- 
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% O happy Animals (he cry'd) _ 

„Who thus upon the Winds can ride! 
*© You have no Care, no Pelf to loſe, ' 
«© Nor want a Cobler for your Shoes! 
For want of ſhelter you ne'er moan, 
«© For ev'ry Hovel is your own; | 


«© For Cloaths, nor Meat, nor Drink you call, 


For Nature comforts you with all; 
But Man muſt ſtill himſelf ſupply, 
Or elſe, in want, unheeded die.“ 
Whilſt thus he moan'd his preſent State, 
To change his Shape he beg'd of Fate ; 
A winged Form he fain wou'd chuſe, 
That he might do without his Shoes ; 
Great Fove his humble Suit receiv'd, 


And gave the Wings ſor which he griev'd ; 


The ſpreading Pinions grace 1 
And, inſtant, on the Air he rides: 

A Pidgeon's Form he now does wer, 
And boldly ſkins: along the Air 3 5 
Transform'd into that Jofty Stats, 

He ſeems above the Pow'r of Fate ! 
But, Oh! how vain his Thoughts of Reft, 
Which nothing living e' er poſſeſs d; 
For as he careleſs took his Flight, 
Entranc'd with Wonder and Delight, 
Some Fowlers watching on the Way, 
To make the warbling Crew their Prey. 
At him they level all their Art, 

And ſoon he feels, with deadly Smart, 
The Shot enforc'd into his Heart. 

And as he feels the Hand of Death, 
He thus in Plaints reſigns his Breath. 


e 
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% To change my Shape why did I pray? 
And not my primal. Fate obey ; 
„% Why did I wiſh to fly in Air, | 


« And not my Earthly Troubles . 0 8 
In almoſt Frenzy now he lies, 


For Follies paſt laments and cries, 
And Groaning, in Repentance dies! 


In ſhunning little Ills we meet the Great, 
The wiſe content them with their preſent State. 
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To the AurHOR oy PASQUIN, 


HO” Folly reigns, riſe thou by Wit inſpir d, 
And ſhew the Town how ancient Bards were 
fir d; 

To Mycherh's ſtrong Senſe, j. join Congreve's Art, 
And while you laſh, correct the vicious Heart. 
Let plodding Scriblers toil with Grief and Pain, 
And write whole Quires of Scurvy Rhimes in vain ; 
Thoſe Sons of Farce, who court obſequious Sound, 
And run, O Dulneſs, thy eternal Round! 


Be thy bold Muſe, ſtill free and unconfin'd, 

To laſh the Coxcombs of the Age defign'd ; | a 
Fix d to no Party, cenſure all alike, l 3 
And at the undiſtinguiſh'd Villain ſtrike. py: : 
Pleas'd we behold the Great maintain thy Cauſe, | 
And Court and Country join in thy Applauſe. - 

Tho' diſappointed Authors damn the Town, 

And tax *em with a Fault too much their own ; 

From thy Succeſs let Bards on this depend, 

If they write well, the Town will till commend. 


1 


To 


CRE 
\ 


2 


W. s þ 


MH — 


To Mr. PINCHBECK on bis Grand 
Theatre of the Muſes. 


MIDST Applauſe and univerſal Praiſe, 
Accept, my Friend, this Trophy of my Lays, 
Cou'd I, like thy own Orpheus tune the Lyre, 
Or with ſuch Harmony Mankind inſpire ; 
Oeer all-devouring Time I wou'd prevail, 
And tell Poſterity thy wond'rous Tale. 
In vain we over various Nations rove, 
Or ranſack Worlds our Genius to improve, 
Since in thy one, thy ſmall Machine alone, 
The World, and univerſal Nature's ſnown; 
In vain we ſearch to find Perfection out, 
When ſearching moſt, we find the greateſt Dcubt; 
Unleſs we turn our longing Thoughts to thee, 
And there Perfection in Perfection ſee. 
Such Harmony we from thy Hand receive, 
As none but Heaven ſuch Harmony can give. 
Let Britain quite in joyous Tranſport drown'd, 
Her Pinchbeck's Praiſe to all the Nations ſound, 
For me to humble Diſtance I'll retire, 
There gaze, and with a ſecret Joy admire. 
My native England ſuch a Son can boaſt, 3 


On whom the Praiſes of the World are loſt, 
For his own Works (as juſtly) praiſe him moſt, 
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To 
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To 5 Young Lady ill with the Small-Pox. 


Maid, 


For Charms divine as yours can never fade. 
Beauty is but a fleet and tranſient Bliſs, 

And by itſelf alone palls with Exceſs; 

But join'd with Virtue ſtrikes the inmoſt Soul, 

And the moſt ſavage Paſſion does controul ; 

The gentleſt, ſofteſt Wiſhes will impart, 

And reigns, like you, ſupreme in every Heart. 
Vainly for fading Forms we court the Fair, 

Charm'd with the formal Prude's affected Air; 

How much more heavenly does Beauty ſhine, 

When Wit and Innocence their Forces join? 

Charm'd with the glorious Theme, no more I ſing, 

My Heart cannot an equal Tribute bring, 

But bears the Torture of a longing Toizl 

Content, if you vouchſafe one chearing Smile; 

Each Day it ſees you riſing to new Fame, 

But dare not, dare not own its innate Flame; 

It ſees you ſpotleſs, free from eyery Stain, 

It ſees, and by that Sight augments my Pain, 

Knowing that all its * Hopes are vain. 


OURN not thy Beauty's Loſs, oh! lovely 


A 
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HAMPSTEAD: 


* 0 E M. 


H E ancient Bards in Strains both bold "ſl 
. ſweet, | 

Parnaſſus ſang, the Muſe's fair retreat, 
Now Windjor's prais'd — Parnaſſus charms no more, 
For PoE now eis, what Hou ER was before; 
Oh ! wou'd one ſpark of his inſpire my Muſe, 
His Eloquence, his moving Arts infuſe, 
My Verſe ſhou'd ſpeak my Wonder and Efteem, | 
And Hampſtead only be the Poet's Theme. | | 


Hail ſacred Place, where Art and Nature join 
Their mutual Aid, to form a Scene Divine. 
- Here Hills in tow'ring Summits meet our Eyes, 
That ſtrike the Senſe with Pleaſure and Surprize; 
Wide round the ſylvan Scene its Verdure ſpreads, 
And Nature here her kindeſt Influence ſheds ; 
Ruſtic and rude the diſtant Proſpect ſeems, - 
m” cloſer view'd with various W 801 teems. 


Three Stages with a Aiferent Air i invite, 
The Sick to Health, the Healthy to Delight ; 


Firſt 


05 Ns 
POEMS « on fr — 73 
Firſt gentle Breezes Oer the Valley move, 

Which to the Sick and Weak, ſalubrious prove; 
Flowers and Herbs diſpenſe their Fragrance oo 
And ruftic Cots are ſpread o'er all in 
Juſt Emblem of firſt Man's untainted Soul, 

E'er Vice and Folly do his Mind controul, 
When in his Iznocence he joyous Sports, . 
Nor knows the Guilt enn or of Courts. 


Higher b the middle Stage you gain, 
Where all things are magnificent, yet plain; 
From nipping Blaſts the ambient Hills defend, 
And foggy Vapours to the Vales defcend ; 
Form'd both to heal the Body and the Mind, 
Nature and Art have equally combin d. | 
The thick-leay'd Glade attracts the wiſhing BYE. | 
Whoſe Glooms the ſultry Dog-ſtar's Heat defy ; 
Here Daiſies ſpring to form a flow'ry Bed, 
And Zephyrs wanton thro' the pleafing Shade; 
Where, when poor Damen ſighs at Cella's Feet, 
Echoes in thouſand Tones the Sounds repeat; 
The bubling Well in trickling Murmurs runs, 
And hollow Rocks return him back his Groans ; 
So form'd at once to moan the love- ſick Swain, 
To lull his Sorrows, and to ſooth his Pain. 


Here.(wou'd indulgent Heav'n * Blefſing give, 
In Innocence and calm Delight I'd live ; 
The Muſes kind Retreat, and Lowe's ſoft Couch, 
Where Vice and noiſy Folly can't approach: 
In vain the buſy Great (frail Fortune's Sport) 
Seek Pleaſure in the empty Grandeur of à Court 
Heav'n, when firſt it fix'd Content and Peace, 
To wand'ring Man, cry'd out, This i the Place. 
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Next mount cha loſe Sonlinit; 41 a bs 

| What various Objects meet the wand'ring = (0 624 
Streamꝭ that around the riſing Hills entwine ox TY 

And in the regular Confuſion join. 5 "ea THT 

Hills that riſe up, and brave the very Skies, 

While low and. {mooth the verdant Valley lies, 

Before, behind, around the Proſpect ftrays, 

Confounds, yet Charms the Sight a thouſand Wis 6 

One Side the rural Scene ſo far extends 

That in the mingling Clouds the Proſpect ends; 

In vain we ſtretch and ſtrain the glutted Eye, 91 

For every Object's loſt in azure Sky ; {St | 

Before —— Auguſta, proud in tow'ring height, 

With lofty Domesxtops the quick-piercuig Sight'p 25 

But ſtill at diſtance we may well diſcern, Fe 

'The Stream where all our Wealth and Honours run, 

Soft winding Thames that in Mæanders ſtrays, 

Or round the Oak in foaming Surges plays; 

High poiz'd in Air the wanton fail purſue 

That blends with Clouds, and mocks our further view. 

Here fix d, like Lords at large we happy reign, 

And tow'ring Columns ſeem a level Plan | 

Superior plac'd, our tranſient Look is met 

By all that's Os; and by all that's Great. 


Thus is the Man who ſhuns the vulgar Road, 
And in exalted Bliſs makes his Abode ; - , 
Who thro' the various Paths. of Life hath run. 
Knows how to Chooſe the Good, the Ill to ſhun, 
And laſt attains that wiſh'd-for happy State, 
That's fix d almoſt above the Power of Fate: 
Content within, and by no Paſſion wrought, | 
. views a Palace, anda Cet: 


7 Looks 


, 
* 
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Looks with Indifference on worldly Things, | 

Envy's a Beggar, whib'ſt he pities Kings; ; 
Thro' calm Philofophy's true Optic, ves 
Each empty Joy, that buſy Man purſues; * RE” af 2 
Leſſens each Object, or attracts it ni, 
Brings Grandeur low, and raiſes Merit high; 
Braves the Inticements, or the Frowns of Courts, 
And lags ſecure, at Envy's weak Efforts. 


Bleſt Place! kind Healer of our racking Pain, * 1 
That ſooths the Sorrows of the hapleſs Swain. 
What boots it to bewail our Wiſhes croſt, 
Or moan the Comforts we our ſelves have loft. 
| Here in bleſt Solitude true Comfort dwells © 
And Peace that every other Bliſs excells: | 
Here Beauty too maintains her awful Conrt, - <P 
Here pleasd to revel, and __ c'd-to Gone” 


See 95 gay and freſh i in teeming! ben. 

With all the Majeſty ” Youth appears, 

Born to attract each Swain and every Heart, | 

Her piercing Eyes the ſofteſt Thoughts impart; 

So chaſte they wov'd the fierceſt Fires n SORT 64 

| Or warm the frigid Hermit into Man'; . 
Good-natur'd, Generous, Aﬀable and Kind, 

Her Form unſullied, as her Virgin Mind, 

Her Word's a Charm that ſtill gives new Delight, 

Secure in Innocence and ſpotleſs White; 

Her, Heav'n form'd to give a taſte of Bliſs, 

And ſhew Mankind what true Perfection is. 


But ceaſe my Muſe, thy rude unkallow'd Strain, 
Nor with thy artleſs Verſe ſuch Themes prophane, 
But charm'd with Extaſy far off retire, 
Content to gaze, to wonder, and admire. PRES 225 
E 2 To 
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56 P 0 E MS on ſeveral Occaftons. 


To a Lady who Painted, yet bad a very 


good Complexion of her own. 


HY, Cælia, do you thus diſguiſe your Face, 
Thoſe borrow'd Beauties do yourown Diſgrace, 
Let wither'd Prudes that Maſk of Beauty wear, | 
In nat'ral Charms you the molt lovely are; 

Sooner thou might'ſt increaſe gay Phabus Light, ? 


Or give the driven Sow a purer White, 

Than make that heavenly Face appear more bright ; 
Your Eyes have pow'r to fire the coldeſt Heart, 
And ew'ry Look ſends forth an am'rous Dart, 

Then truſt to Nature, and abhor the filthy Art. 
Manage but well the Beauties that ſhe gave, 

And all Mankind will ſoon become your Slave, 

But ſhou'd they once your artful Charms perceive, 
They'd flight the Falſe, and not the True believe. 
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ALLY and Moly, tho' of different hues, 
In every Heart one am'rous Fire infule : 

Sally is Fair, white as the driven Snow ; 
Her flaxen Locks in curted Ringlets flow, 
Molly's like Jet, with ſhining black Surpriſe, - 
Her Face is Night, two Stars her radiant Eyes. 
Sally's feint Charms are pallid as the Moon. FR 1 
Molly's an Umber-Shade gilt by the Sun: J 
This like the Lily ſeems unſpotted fair, 
That like the purple Violet does appear; 
Molly the ripen'd Autumn's Fruits imparts ; 
Sally like froſty. Winter chills all Hearts, 
She charms my Sight, yet ſhuns me, croſs and coy ; 
Molly leaps to my Arms and melts in Joy; ; | 
Then here I fix, ſince different each invites, 
Sally my Days ſhall Share, Moly my Nights. 


P OE Ms on fiotral Occafons. = 


LOVE ad LIBERTY, 
£4480 NG. 


; I. 
; E LL me ye Gay, ye Brave, ye Wiſe, 
Ye Strangers all to Celia's Eyes, | 
Whoſe Hearts are ever free, 
Tell me how ſhall a wounded Swain 
The Conflicts of his Mind reſtrain, 
TwWixt Love and Liberty, 


IT. 


With an Care my Flavia charms, 

And courts me to her willing Arms, | 
I) be trueſt Nymph is ſhe ; 

My rebel Heart ſtill unconfin'd 

Too all her fond Endearments Blind 

Secks Love and Liberty, 


III. 


A Victim falls to Celia's Shrine 
Who reigns alone with POWͤ divine, 
Deſpotick Queen of me: 
And ſpite of all my conſcious Same, 
My Guilty Eyes reveal my Flame, 
| Tre loſt my Liberty: 


IV. 
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: Iv. 
7 a of Lore, N | ; 
Propitious tdjthy.- Sappliant-proye, 
SIE RY Let me fill bd. Free; 


Grace Flavia with her Rival's Charms, : 
Or bleſs me in my Celia's Arms 
With Love and Liberty. 


E ” On 
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ns a cooling Shade, 


Young Strephon ſought Relief, 
The Flow'rs around his Head, 


Pin'd Conſcious of his Grief, 


Fond fooliſh Wretch he cried, 
J love and yet deſpair ; 
Purſue, tho? ſtill deny'd 
By the too cruel Fair. 


The Courtier aſks a Place, 
The Sailor tempts the Sea, 

The Miſer begs Increaſe, _ 

Love only Governs me. 


Nor Henour, Wealth nor Fame, 
Can like ſoft Tranſports move: 
On Earth "tis Bliſ Supreme, 
And Heaven is but to Love. 
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A REFLECTI1ON, on an unhappy | 
Young L 4a D Y. = 


T HEN falſe Philander with alluring Charms 
WW Entic'd the lovely Phillis to his Arms, 
He vow'd he'd ever true and faithſul be, 

That Phillis had his Heart and only ſhe ; 

Invok'd the Gods, who heard him plight his Faith, 
If he prov'd falſe t to puniſh him with Death : 

The Thoughtleſs Nymph, believing what he ſwore, 
To his Defires gave up her Virgin Store. 

Cloy'd by Poſſeſſion he no more admir'd, 

But ſcorn'd the Bleſſing which he once defir'd, 
Regardleſs of the violated Maid, 

Slighting his Oaths, nor aught of Heav'n afraid, 
He left her, pining, to Deſpair a Prey, 

To groan out Life, and ſigh her Soul away; 

To lonely Shades the Nymph diſtracted flies, 

Tear follows Tear, by ſlow degrees ſhe dies : - 
Farewell Philander, faithleſs Youth! She cry'd, 
Eccho in Accents ſad, Farewell reply'd. 

The piercing Luſtre of her Eyes is fled, 

A livid Paleneſs o'er her Cheeks is ſpread, 

Death's icy Hand benumbs her broken Heart, 

And fixes the unerring fatal Dart ; 

Fainting ſhe cry'd — Ye heedleſs Nymphs beware, 
And if you'd ſhun my Fate avoid Love's Snare. 


To 
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* H Y will my Cle ſhun my Love? 
Why ſcorn a Swain that's true ? 
For I appeal to Heaven abeve 
I figh for only you. 
Why beat my Heart when firſt you met 
With Joy my raviſh'd Sight? 
Why does the Flutt'rer ſtill repeat 
The ſame dear ſoft Delight? 
When e'er I touch thy lilly Hands, 
Why ſwell my azure Veins ? 
Each Sinew owns thy. dread Commands, 
Each Nerve with Ardor ftrains. 
Don't they a ſecret Paſſion own? 
They all on thee depend, 
For you the purple Flood rolls down, 
For you my Heart-ſtrings bend. - 
Why am [I bleſt oft as 1 ſleep 
When. I thy Image view? 
Eager I to thy Boſom leap 


On 
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Os Doctor ** Y N DALE. 
Defigw'd: for one of the Prize P OE Ms. 


HEN Heroes, or when Kings reſign thei , 
Breath, 
In pompous Shew the Vulgar mourn their Death; 3 
For Battles bravely fought, thro? Seas of Blood 
To wade, for (at the beſt} an empty Good, 
To ravage Nations and Mankind Enſlave ; 
They give the Epitaphs of Great and Brave. 
Huge Mauſoleums to their Mem'ry raiſe, 
Adorn their Effigies, record their Praiſe. 
The labour'd Statue, and the Buft proclaim 
At once the Herbs and the Sculgtor's Fame. 
How wuch more noble to releaſe the Mind, 
In Bonds of ſtudied Ignorance confin'd ; 
To free the Souls led to they know not what, 
Yet dread to think beyond what they are taught ; 
Tyndale this Taſk efſay'd, by Heaven inſpir'd, 
With Reaſon, Liberty, and Learning fir'd. 

How weak, alas ! how ſhort's the Hero's Praiſe ? 
For with the mould'ring Stone his Fame decays ; 
But Tyndale's ſhall to endleſs Time ſurvive, 

And every Heart to him a Statue give; 
Tyrants and Warriors may the World controul, 
They conquer'd Bodics, he ſu bdued the Soul. 


REASON 


$4 POEMSo ſeveral Occaſions. 


Reason like the all-chearing Sun beſtows 
Its Good to each, in every Boſom glows, 
'Thro' him reflected, it's concent red Rays 
Shot forth one bright unſullied laſting Blaze: 
He judg'd the greateſt Bliſs was Liberty, 
And Heaw'n epitomiz'd, was to be Free, ! 
His Soul tho? clogg'd by Earth's dull groſſer weight, 
Yet whilſt alive ſoar'd an etherial Height ; 
Beyond the Pow'r of Man's weak Reaſon driv'n, 
And whilſt he Freedom fought, refound his Hz av'n. 
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To a Celebrated ACTRESS. 
J. 
E T the Bards lay by their Lyre, 
Softly tun'd to Olaſeld's Praiſe, 


You our Harmony inſpire, _ 
You demand the Poets Lays ; 


II. 
Whether you in Softneſs ſmile, 
Or Reſentment point your Frown; 


You inforce the Poets Stile,  _ Rn 
Till your Je e own. 


III. 
Nature joining ripen'd Art, 
Affectation baniſh'd thenee, 
Juſtly paints each varying Part, 
Draws us willing into Ser/e. 
IV. 


Feeble Minſtrels now Adieu 
Sounds unmeaning charm no more, 
Wit and Virtue we purſue, 

Led by your perſwaſive Pow'r. 
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V. 


* 


» 


Aid with Tears complaining Rowe : 
Oh! how muſt that Form Delight, 
Gracing Otway's tender Woe. 


——— - — 
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VI. 
Poets wrote the pleaſing Scene, 
Plaintive Paſſions, am'rous Strife; 1 
Long their Works have Shadows been, | 
Waiting You to give em LIE. 
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Upon the Death of a Young Lady. 


—_— 


— — 
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paulumque morati, 
Seri us aut citius ſedem properamus ad unam. 
Tendimus huc omnes: hec eft Domus ultima: woſque 


Humani Generis longiſſima Regna tenttis. 
Ovip Metam. Lib. 10. 


_ 
— —— 


ey" ET 
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WAKE, Oh! Na, lift up thy downcalt 
Eyes; 


in plaintive Song invoke the loſt ty Skies ! 

Yet in the moſt ſubmiſſive Strain expreſs 

Thy weight of Grief, and loſs of Happineſs ! 
Mxz1a's Name, that once adorn'd thy Song, 

To mournful Verſe does now, alas ! belong : 

She, who in Sweetneſs, farther did excel 

The Juice the Attic Bee hoards in her Cell; 

Whoſe Form Divine Tuch Vertues had in ſtore, 

Oh! weeping Muſe! is now, alas, no more 

Through Clouds of parting Sighs Mas 14's fled 

To fix'd and gloomy Regions of the Dead! 
Has then MARIA took her long Farewel ! 


And in thoſe dreary Manſions muſt ſhe dwell? 


Do 
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Do then thoſe lovely Charms forſake her Face! 
And her fair Body Death's cold Arms embrace ? 
Impartial Fate! — A Tyrant's Heart had broke, 
To view her trembling, wait th' untimely Stroke! 

Dar n's fatal Summons bears imperial Sway 
And faireſt Bloſſoms ſooneſt fade away. 

When the bright Sun deprives us of his Light, 
And darting downward, launches into Night, 
Kind Morpheus chaſes our dull Thoughts away, 
Till ſplendid Rays of Phæbus Morn diſplay, : 
And with repleniſh'd Luſtre gild returning Day. 

But the dark Veil, that o'er MAR IA's thrown, 
Shades glorious Radiance, that out-ſhone the Sun! 

The heav'nly Brightneſs of her ſparkling Eyes 
Is now eclips'd, and dimly fading — dies ! 
And now, alas! no more that beauteus Face, 
With lovely Smiles can her Adorers bleſs ! 

No long'd for Interview can cheer the Mind, 
Nor her Return can we have Hopes to find. 

Since then, my Muſe, MARIA is no more, 
Rehearſe the Praiſes her dear Perſon bore. 4 

The ſtricteſt Bounds of Virtue were her Guide; 

Witty and free, far from affected Pride; 

So Modeſt, Chaſte, and ſo divinely Fair, 

She was a Charge of Virtue's chiefeſt Care 

She was — But *©* Words are wanting to ſay what ; 
Say all that's Praiſe-deſerving, ſac was that : " 
On endleſs Strains you ſtill might fally forth, 

And not enough deſcribe her matchleſs Worth! 

As when the Moon's prolific Beams are hid, 

Buy an impending Cloud her Face o'erſpread, 
The leſſer Orbs of Light their Splendor ſhew, . 
And ſeem to think that they the Moon out-do ; 


But 
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But when the paſſing Veil has ſlipt away, 
And the bright Orb her Glory does diſplay, 4 
The twinkling Stars their meaner Lights — 0 
So did Max IA ſhine among the Fair; 
Contendit g Belles reſembled each a Star; ; 
Whene'er amidſt em ſhe appear'd in view, 
The twinkling Fair their leſſer Pow'r withdrew. © 
No more on Earth reſides her matchleſs Charms; 
Celeſtial Spheres ſurround her circling Arms ! 
And Eaſtern Planets guard her to the Weſt. J 
In ſacred Writ, of Bethelem's Star we read, | 
Of bright Diſtinction for the Magiꝰ⸗ Guide; ; 
A Conſtellation, modern Planeten:: 
Call Venus in the ſpangled Orb appears, 
Of diſtinct Nature and ſuperior Eight; 
But, lo! a brighter far courts now the Sight! 
See! how MARIA, o'er the Milky-Way, #58 ? 


— 
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In gilded Chariots that outſhine the Day, 

With winged Glory bears imperial Sway! . | | Þ$- 
See how triumphant to her Throne ſhe rides li 
And takes a Planet's Nature, that preſides | 
O'er the hot Fever of a Lover's Pains, . 

O'er Hearts of lovely Nymphs and dying Swains. 


LOVE 
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V 
The YOUTH's FixsT Cnorce. 
Adareſed Vines, EH 


ODDESS of the fickle Sex, 
From th' inconſtant Ocean ſprung, | 
Prompt th' am'rous Heart to vex ; 
Thine I conſecrate my Song! 
Vagrant I have rov'd about, 
Travell'd all the Mazy Round, 
All complying that I ſought, 
5 Conquer'd, yet without a Wound. 
if Chloe's Eyer dart lucid Fire, 
iis Sappbo's Cheeks are lovely red; 
Molly's Wit muſf all inſpire, 
Fooliſh Betty's beſt i Bed. 5's 
Who denies but Salh's Lips 
Riyal Coral in their hue ; 
But who ſees her clumſy Hips 
Muſt prefer neat taper Sue. 
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Crooked 
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Crooked Agnes is Divine, | 

When ſhe's dreſs'd with Care and Coſt; 

Whilſt thro' Dirt Aun's Beauties ſhine, 

And when naked pleaſe us moſt. | 
Racbael's Breaſts ſwell to the Touch, > 

But her Face gives preſent Death ; 
Patty's Features charm us much, 

Yet we are ſtifled with her Breath. 
Lydia, with a ſerious Air, 

Rails, and vows to lie alone, 
Yet has a Baſtard every Year ; 

Tho' frolick Marian yields to none. 
Thus whilſt all their Charms I love, 

I their Imperfections ſhun ; 
But that I no more might rove, 

Venus join their Charms in one. 
Every ſingle Grace ſhe choſe ; 

And with genial Tranſport warm'd; 
Strait the beauteous Fair aroſe ; 

For none but Venus Fanny form d. 11 
While ſhe laviſh'd ali her Art ; : 

On her Form and on her Mind, 
She forgot to mould her Heart, 

Left it cruel, and unkind: 
Let me Goddeſs! charm her Eyes, 

Venus] make her only mine, 
Let me taſte her glowing Sighs, 

On her panting Breaſts recline ; 
See me then thy Victim fall; 

On that Shrine of ſoft Delight, 
PN in Rapture, Rapture all, 

Breath away my Soul each Night. 


Go 
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e x 
We INTERVIEW. 


18 O VE commanding I obey'd, 
All his Power ſtrait confeſt, 
As the Sun darts thro' the Glade, 
Love- beams pierc'd my willing Breaſt. 
Reaſon like the Vi'let gay, 
Sweets in ſhady Coolneſs ſpread, 
But like Miſts in infant Day 
At my riſing Paſſion fled. 
Gently thrill'd with warm Deſire, 
Softly ſtealing thro' each Part, 
In my Veins ran melting Fire 
From its Magazine the Heart. 
(Fair Retreat) a jeſſ' mine Grove, 
Fragrant Myrtles ſpringing round; 
There I wander'd full of Love, 
Lull'd me with the Flutes ſoft Sound. 
Hinds at reſt their Labour done, 
Bleating Flocks pent in the Fold ; 
To the Ocean ſunk the Sun, 
Fring'd his azure Veſt with Gold. 
Calm, ſerene, the ruſtling Wind 
Trembled gently thro' the Trees, 
By the ſpicy Plants refin'd, | 
Waſted Odours in each Breeze. 


R | 
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Fanny, thro' the Grove advanc'd, 

Sprightly, Gay, with blooming Grace, 

From her Eyes the Lightning glanc'd, 

Pleaſure dimpled all her Face; 
Wanton Zephyrs loolly play'd, 

Careleſs flow'd her curling Hair, 
Choiceſt Flowers on her Head, 

And her riſing Boſom bare. 

Thro' a bluſhing Crimſon Veſt 

Ev'ry Limb tranſparent ſhone, 
While around her ſlender Waſte 

Lightly hung an azure Zone. 

On a Flow'ry Bed we lay, 

O too faſt the Moments flew ! 
Melting all my Soul away ; 

Loft in Rapture at each View : 
Dying with exceſs of Joy, 

All my Pleaſure turn'd to Pain; 
Soon I breath'd my laſt ſad Sigh, 
Fanny ſmil'd, I liv'd again; 
To my Heart I preſt her Hand, 

And the Flutt'rer ceas'd to move, 
Every Nerve own'd her Command; 

All was Extaſ and Love. 


& - 


0 DEM... 
e FIRST KISS. 


OME ye Flutt'rers of the Grove, 
Warble in my Fanm's Ear, 
Muſick but increaſes Love; 
Harmony was made for her. 
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See] around her how they throng, * 
Pleas'd to view her all, like me, 
Fond to charm her with a Song, 
Joyous hopp from Tree to 'Tree. 
Am'rous toying Love ſupplies, 
And at every gentle Pauſe, 


Solter Language of the Eyes, 


Silent kind Confeſſion draws, 
Fearful ! Yet I durſt but gaze, 
Tho' I hop'd more perfect Bliſs, 
Oft my trembling Lips I'd raiſe, 
Faintly Motion out A K. 
Penſive ſhall I downward bend, 
Cannot Paſſion make me bold; 


Yet the eager Boughs deſcend, 


And her Iv'ry Neck enfold : 
Round her wanton Zephyrs ſtray, 
And her Sweets at Pleaſure taſte ; 
On her balmy Lips they play, 
Steal their Odours from her Breaſt. 
Bolder grown, my circling Arms 
Gently round her Waſte I throw ; 
Panting, ſhe my Boſom warms, 
Softly preſſing her, I glow : 
Tender Tranſports, am'rous Games, 
Secret Wiſhes point her Eves. 
I embolden'd by their Beams, 
Snatch the unexpected Prize. 
Strait it thrill'd me to the Soul, 
Trembling ſhe my Tranſport bore, 


Feintly bluſhing while I ſtole 


Thouſand and a Thouſand more: 


Then 
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Then for greater Bliſs I ſue, | 

Set the Majd a-harder Taſk, 
That the Charm may e'er be new, 

One kind Kiſs from her I aſk. 
Fear her Eyes oft turns away, 

Oft thro' Love to me incline ; 
Love at laſt obtains the Day, 


Joins her trembling Lips to mine. 2 
Pleas'd my Fair-one was to know 


Then what Pleaſure ſhe could give, | 
Freely owning to bef/ow, 5 


Greater Bliſs than to receive. 


” 


ODE VV. 
ENJOYMEN T. 


IRCLING Joys each Moment bleſs 'd, 
E'ery Hour brought Tranſport on ; 
Hence! I cry'd, (of her poſſeſs'd,) 
Pain and anxious Care be gone. 
Ever pleaſing to my Mind, 
Soft her dear Idea roſe 
Daily, like ſome Genius kind, 
Nightly Goddeſs of Repoſe. 
Twas a calm and gentle Night, 
When I ſlumb'ring on my Couch 
Ina gleam of ſpreading Light 
Saw the God of Love approach: 
Riſe, he cry'd, Ah! Happy Youth; 
Fanny has her Flame confeſt, 
To reward thy Love and Truth, 
Know, this Morn ſhe'll make thee bleſt: 
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Pleaſing Viſion ! Lovely Boy ! 
Strait my downy Couch I left, 
Mad with Extaſy of Joy, | 
And of Reaſon quite bereft ; 
To the happy Grove I flew, 
Where I firſt beheld the Fair: 
Gods! How bliſsful was the View, 
When I found my Charmer there; 
Riſing from the cryſtal Wave 
Softly Murm'ring to it's Shore, 
As it begg'd the Nymph would lave 
In its purling Stream once more. 
On a Carpet ſee her laid, 
Form'd of Jeſf*mine and the Rofe ; 
While her Veil but looſly ſpread, 
_ Feery Beauty did diſcloſe ; 


In her Eyes a languid Flame, 


Warmer Bluſlies on her Cheek; 
Thrice ſhe whiſper'd Strephor” s Name, 
Thrice ſhe ſigh'd and aim'd to ſpeak :\ 
I the happy Moment caught, 
Love diſpell'd my ev'ry Fear 
And reply'd as ſwift as Thought, 
"See, my Life, thy Srrephorts here. 


| Conſcious Bluſhes ſpread her Face, 
Soft ſhe whiſper d What dye do? 


** Shield me Heaven from Diſgrace, 
“ Strephon, , you love me go.” 


Tender ſtruggles raiſe the Fire, 


Cloſe I preſt her to my Breaſt, 
Till a Victim to Deſire, 
Panting Sighs her Wiſh confeſt, 


jos 'P 0 E M 8 on ere date, * 


Oh! 
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Oh! The Pleaſure is too great. 5 


Thro' each ſtraining 8 it thrills, 
In ey'ry Artry finds a Seat, LEM ing 2 25 


And from ev'ry Pore dil: e eee 
Thus the laſt dear Bliſ; attain'd ; 

Paſſion can no higher move A 
Nature, ſhe our Power reſtrain' d, 

The Heav'n and the End of Love. 
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SYLV IA RETREAT, 
oY OR 0 N . 


| I. 
YLFTA, on her Arm Sie, 


In a ſhady Grove's Retreat, 
Lay in looſe Attire deſigning, Fal, la, la, S& c. 


To avoid the ſultry Heat. 
II. 
Tho? d ſhe thought no Stander- 


Zy cou'd view the lonely Fair, 
While young Zephyrscame and fann'd her, Fal, la, la, Oc. 
Beauteous * with fragrant Air. 
S 
There the blobmy Nymph lay panting, 
Sighing for ker abſent Swain! 
There extended, ſhe lay wanting, Fa, la, la, 0 . 
Him to eaſe her Love-ſick Pain. 


IV. 
Soon, the happy Vouth who won her, 


To the kind Retreat drew near, 
And in Tranſport gaz d upon her, Fa, la, la, &c. 

Charms repos'd in Slumber there. 

| . V. 

Love perſuaded, twas no Sin to 

Vent his Flames without Debate, 
So he boldly enter'd into, Fa, la, la, &c. 

Tales of Love with Sylvia ſtrait. 
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S there a Man, 0 neh an Heir 
To Fortune's providential Care, 
Whom Diſappointments ne'er perpten;: 
Nor anxious Viſitations ve? 
In heavy Loads Mankind have had 'em, 
Down from their ancient Daddy Adam. 
All is not Gold, the Proverb ſays, 
That glitters, with refulgent Rays; 
And thoſe who court its bright Poſſeſſion, 
Oft times embrace an airy Viſion: 
So when 't has been poor Poet's Fate 
To've vain Dependance on the Great; | 
Or ExpeRtion of a Purſe | 
Of ſplendid Guineas for his Verſe, 
And Promiſes are all his Gains, 
What golden Dreams perplex his Brains! 
Roger, a Swain, knew either how | 
To drive a Cart, or milk a Cow / 
And always had good Share of Plow ; - © - 
When having ſpent in Toil the Days | 
At Night he'd whiſtle HOME his Way. 
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It happen'd once upon a time, Ne 
CPoſſeſb d with Learning moſt ſublime) 
Hodge converſation'd with the Devil, | 
Who ſery'd poor Hodge Trick moſt 52 Wok 
Indeed!——the Devil, ſay you n. 5 
And you ſhall hear how by and by. 

Roger coming home one Night, Sir, 


With a waundy Appetite, Sir, © 


Impatient Gut exciting, he. 

Breaks out in this Soliloquy : DTS. 

«© Of all the Dainties Eating” s good ir . 

6 There's none compar'd with Beef and "POL 3 
« And now and then, brave hearty Cheer ! 

A Jugg of Farmer Barley's Beer. 

Than which there's nought can better pleaſe, 
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« Well bung'd with Lunch of Bread and Cheeſe: 


« But let me ſee-—As I'm a Sinner, 

4 There's all the Beef left, boil'd for Dinner: 

Oh! Beef, thou Source of all Delight, 

« With thee I'll glut my Soul this Night!“ 
Hodge being arriv'd at Pantry-Door, 

Where he had left boil'd Beef galore ; 

T” his great Surprize and ſmall Relief, 

He found that ſome damn'd hungry Thief, 

Had made away with all his Beef! 

Oh! how he ſtorm'd and made a Rout, 

Cou'd he but find the Villain out 

Howe'er, he ſwore he'd have an Anſwer 

The next Morn from Cunning Man, Sir 

But how he made it up with Belly, 

I will as brief as may be tell ye; 

And without any more ado, 

The Sequel of my Tale purſue. 
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At laſt, ſays Hodge, and ſcratch'd his Head, 
"Mm Mult 1 go Supperleſs t to Bed? _ 
be No, — let me ſee — A ſpark of Fire 
Now wou'd gratify Defire. : 
"Tis found And having ta'en a Skillet, 
With Milk and Flow'r he haſtes to fill it ; 
Of which, a Meſs all of a ſudden _ 
He made, and call'd i it 1 
And of it having eat moſt manful - 1 25 
Ly, about a three Quart Pan full; | 
Reger began to be at reſt, 
And ſo betook himſelf to Neſt. 1 
How ſweet's the Life. of rural Swains ! 
What -Bliſs ſucceeds their daily Pains ! | | | 
His homely Hut twice fifty Suns „ | | 
Had ſtood unviſited by Duns ; , | | 
And no Importancy of State- 
Affairs perplex'd his peaceful 1. 
For let em ga, Sir, as they will, 
Roger is ſemper idem ſtill. 

But, lo! about the dead of Night, 


A hideous cloven footed Sprite 
Appear'd to Hodge, with ftretch'd out Claws, 


And out o' Bed he ſtraitway draws 
The poor and harmleſs trembling Swain, | 
Mumbling forth his Pray'rs amain: i 
«© I'm Pluto, Swain, the Phantom ſaid, [7 HEY | 
Come, follow me, be not diſmay'd. 
With cringing Bow, and great Submiſſion, 
He ftrait obeys the dreadful Viſion. 

- Hodge behind, the Devil before, 
9 their Exits out at Door; 
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You wou'd ha' burſt your Sides with Laughter, 
To've ſeen the Clown creep quiy” rin 4 _ 

Into the Orchard Pluto goes, © 5 
With his black A tow'rds Hodge” 5 Noe, 5 
Where, pointing to an ancient Tree, 5 
Roger, hard by that Root, ſays he, 

There lies a Fund of Gold for thee. | 
At that a Smile o'erſpread his Face, 


And Hodge began to've heart o Grace, 


And thus accoſts the gen'rous Devil, 
Faith Maſter Pluto, this is civil, 
And I ever ſhall endeavour _ 


*© To recompence this wond'rous Fayour: - 4 —— 
But, hold tho Stay — how ſhall I find 
„The Place again, no Mark behind? © © © 


— 


Good Sir, if 'tis not too much Trouble, 


© Will you tell me that, Sir? — Bubble 

% Sh-te near the Place, and on my Woch! 

Thou'lt know next Morning by the 1—. 5 
Hodge made a ſhift I know not how, 

To thank him with an awkard Bow, 

Then ſtrain'd the Token there to lay, 

And ſtrait the Devil fled away. 

Roger m the Morning wake d. . = 
His golden Pudding being bak'd, 3 
And rubb'd his Eyes, and rais'd bis Head, EN 
And found a ſwinging T—d in Bed. 
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Or, The Man é Y 


O bleſs another world, was Phabus fled, 
Night's ſable Mantle oer the Sky was ipread ; 
"Twas Mid-night then, when none but Lovers wake, 
And fancy'd Thieves the Miſer's Slumbers break: 
Tir'd with the toil and hurry of the Day, © 7 
As ſtretch'd at Eaſe upon my Bed I lay, { 
Soft Sleep ſtole on, and Reaſon ſunk away. 
Sleep that renews or heals our ſhatter d Pow'rs, 
Or often makes the Pomp of Princes our 
Brings the kind Damſel to her Lover's Arms, 
While Fancy gives her more! endearing Charms. 
Scarce had I ſunk. beneath a ſoft Repoſe, 
But to my View my much-loy'd Fair aroſe, ; 
Whom long I courted and wou'd fain have led 
To ſhare the Pleaſures of the Nuptial- Bed; 
But Virgin Fears the happy Hour delay d, 
(Tho' hidden Love was by her Eyes betray'd) 
So dreſs'd ſhe ſeem'd as moſt to ſuit my Mind, 
For Fancy dreſs'd her, Fancy made her kind: 
A gentle Softneſs in her Eyes appear d, 
Loſt was the Beam which I (admiring) fear'd;; 
The Beam that check'd the Tempeſt in my Breaſt, 
And awful Reverence on my Soul impreſs'd:; 
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Her harſher Language gone, Love's ſacred Fires, 
Kindly conſenting Looks, and gay Deſires 


Play'd round her Face that Lineament divine, 
And told my leaping Heart the Fair was mine; | 


Her Robe but ſlightly veil'd_her ſecret Charins, 


And half her Breaſt diſclos'd, and half her ſnowy Arms, 


The ſudden Viſion of the charming Maid 


| Quick to my Heart a flutt ring Joy conyey'd ; 


Suppriz'd ſo quick, ſo great a Change to find, 
That coy ſo long, ſhe ſhou'd at laſt be kind? 
The exceſs of Joy, of Wonder, and of Love, 

Ty'd up my Tongue, nor left me Pow'r to move. 
Intranc'd I lay, incapable of: Bi; oil 5 > 
'Till the kind Fair firſt gave a melting Kiſs ; 


Then thus ſhe ſpoke (while Cupids play'd around, 


Ahd liſt ning Graces waited on the Sound.) 
«© Oh, ſpeak, fair Youth, if now you prize my Love, 

« Which long to win, with Sighs and Tears you ſtrove £ 
«« Riſe, catch the happy Moments as they fly ; | 
This Hour we-live, we love! the next — we tie?) 
<« See! I conſent and mourn my long Ddlay, 

And all the Hours fled unenjoy'd away; 

« 'They all are yours, if Nature gave me Charms : 
„Oh! Take me, take me, dying to your Arms! _ 
| Rous'd by th' enchanting Muſick of her Tongue, 
(On which'ſuch ſoft, delightful Accents hung) 

Fir'd with the matchleſs Splendor of her Charms, 

I ſtrove to claſp her in my longing Arms, ö! 


To preſs her Boſom, riſing with Deſire, 
To meet thoſe Eyes that beam'd ſeraphic Fire. 


Not with more haſte at the laſt Trumpet's Sound, 


The frighted Dead ſhall riſe and cleave the Ground, | 


Than 


* 
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POEMS on /everal Occafions, 10 
Than I the great the boundleſs Bliſs to prove, | 
Of Youth, of Beauty, and of gen'rous Love. | 
My Breaft now open for the yielding Fair, - - -- 
I ſought a Recompence for long . 
But e' er my widen'd Arms enclos'd her Waſte, 
Or &er my Lips one roſy Kiſs cou'd taſte, | 
The-vaſt Emotions of my lab'ring Mind, 13 5 | 
The Thoughts of Heaven within my Arms confin'd © | 
(Juſt at the Entrance of the boundleſs Bliſs) 
Wak'd me and banifh'd each ſucceeding Kiſs! 
So when a Sailor has the Port in fight, . 
Courting the View, and promiſing Delight, 1 8 1 
A ſudden Tempeſt ſweeps the curling Main, ( 
And tells the drowning Wretch his Hopes were Vain! 
In vain J ſighing roll'd my Eyes around, 
To crown my Joys, no beauteous Fair was found: 
Such ſtrong Impreſſions on my Soul it made, 
So clear the Image of the lovely Maid; 2 
In Doubt I lay, ſcarce knowing which to deem 
The firſt or laſt, the Joy or Grief the Dream: 
But by Degrees the mournful Truth I knew, 
The Joy was fancy'd and the Sorrow true. 
So in the various Scenes of Life we find 
Fortune Inconſtant, and the Fair unkind. 
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The GROWLING CURS, 
A ov; 8 0-5 3 


 Occafioned by a remarkable Lawſuit now 
depending. 


RA Y. at his Maſter's Table l, „ ne 
His Life a-while in Plenty led; | 

But Tray had got a roving Mind, 

And hated much to be confin'd : Y | 
A Dog of Tafte, he Pleaſure lov'd, rf 
And faſhionable Vice approv'd. a1 
Hence every Female of his Sort, 

Without Reſerve to Tray made court; 

He'd often ſtay abroad a Week, 

Then flily to his Kennel ſneak; ; 

And oft he would his Hoards reveal, 

And leave his his Meat for Roo xs to ſteal. 

For ſuch like Pranks at laſt poor Tray 

Was from the Manſion drove away; : 

And forc'd to quit his Love avow'd, 

For Cloe Miſs's Bitch was proud: 

A neighb'ring Cur ſtreight took the Cue, 

Refſolv'd the ſhaggy Belle to ſue ; 

No menial Cur, unworthy Heed, 


But of the trie, Datch Snub-noſe Breed, 
" Full 


| : [:\ 
POEMS an ſeveral. Occaſions: 107 
Full fed, and fat, deck'd trim and clenn , 
For he'd a Lady's Favourite been; 
His mighty Joles hung down in chief, 
The Eſſence of true Exgliſb Bee; 
And Folks would cry when he appear'd; 
“ That Dog has Wiſdom by his * if 
Thus long he liv d, belov'd by all, | 
And ſhone a perfect Dog of Quall, 33 Ann BR 
Of Temper blunt, a Thing . big It 
He was turn'd off for barking Truth. 

Whilſt Tray was thus in mcurnful plight, 
This Cur ftep'd in, and ſeiz d * wet & 4 
Nor Cloe was his Prize alone, 
He was made Hear to every 3 | 
Among the reſt (O Morſel rare l) . 
A fine Blade bone ſell to his Share. | 
His monſtrous Fangs their Work begin, | 
He eats and vows to pick it clean 
Long time he kept it in his Paws, © © 
And Piece on Piece paſs'd thro his Jaws. LEO OT 
So careful of the darling Bit, en 

That he alone as Watch would fit : ' © © 
But mark how fickle is our State, 
(For Men and Dogs muſt yield to Fate,) 
In full Poſſeſſion firm and good. 
In actual Seiz'n of the Food, Narri 
And Cloe barking by his ſide, 
All Interlopers he defied ; 1 00 
Vet Tray, a cunning Cur, at laſt 
Reſolves to come in for a Ta | 
And dares him to defend his Cauſe 
By equitable Teeth and Clauss: 
But t'other wiſely ſneaks away, 
And in his Kennel ſnarls at Tray, | 
88 Avoids 


e 
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108 POE MS, on Wie beet. 


Avoids the Fight, and claims a- new, 

A Privilege to Houſe-Dogs dueeeeeeee. 
Who tho? they're guilty of all Il, 
Vet never bark againſt their Vill. | . 
hut dared at length to equal fight, Y bits 
Each urges it with all his might; 903.1 
And whilſt each other's Fleſh they tear, | 
And with the Gore their Chops beſmear, 
The Kennel all rous'd at the Din, 
With joint Acclaim come yelping in. 
The Bone by the Diſputants lay, 

For him who conquer'd in the Fray; 
Firſt deep-mouth'd Fowler open'd loud, . 
And Bungy anſwer'd from the Crowd, $55. 
Long-winded Rixzgwood for an Hour 8 
Bark'd to the utmoſt of his Power, 1 
Whilſt Toothleſs Spot behind 'em ſpent ? 1 5 | 


His Voice, and none knew what he meant, 
And Lurcher quite miſtook the Scent ; 

For Lurcher's ſeldom in the right, 

He'll bark 'tis true, but never bite; 

Old Pompey ſhakes his ſhaggy Ears, 

And glad the growling Chorus bears ; 

The Mongrel Younkers all behind, 

In one loud jarring Concert join'd. 

Whilſt theſe unheeding bark'd all round, 
The fought-for Bone lay on the Ground, 
Surrounded by a choſen few, 

Some of the hungry Blood- hound Crew; 
With greedy Stomachs prone to eat, 
They from the Bone ſoon pick d the Meat; 


Each 


© = 


Each claim'd his Share, and all agreed, 
At. once with equal Force to feed z 
A ſucking Whelp cries, if you pleaſe, - 
I humbly move to gain a Piece. 
Mean while ſtout Tyay ſubdu'd his Foe, 
And Straightway ſeiz d the Prize below; 
The Cur deceiv'd, when *twas too late, 
His Error found, and mourn'd his Fate. 


Fond Wretch, he cty'd, I fondly thought 


"Twas all my own when firſt I fought, 
But now I to my Sorrow find, 

They have no Subſtance left” behind; 
is always thus when Curs fall out, 
The Stander-by fares well no doubt. 
And Feuds at firſt will better end, 

Than if on Proceſs they depend. 

For Knowledge will this Truth repeat, 

« The Bod. bound Law will ſeize the Meat; ; 
« The Mongrel Client's left alone, 


« To ee and lick the chan-picÞd Bene. | 1 
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| | > oily e e 
ONG in the Town's inſipid Joys I've been, 
And every Pleaſure it affords have prov'd, 


Yet nought that's truly pleaſant have I ſeen, / 
Nor by the wiſe Man worthy to be loy'd. 


„„ 5 5 
If Noiſe and Buſtle have ſuch pleaſing Charms, 
If Strife and Danger can the Soul delight, 
"Tis nobler far to ſeek em out in Arms, 
Honour and Pleaſure both are found in fight. 


III. \ 
Strange ! that the active Mind ſuch Joys ſhou'd "KUN 
That Dice and Harlots ſhould Diſcretion rule, 
That Cards ſhou'd the brave Soul a Captive keep, 
And charm the wiſe Man equal with the Fool. 


IV. 
What then is Wiſdom ?—Pow'r to 1 a- right 
An innate Friend, moſt conſtant, and moſt kind, 
A bright, inſtructive, and a heav'nly Light, 
And he who ſeeks it, will be ſure to find. 


V. 
The College Rules, alas! can't make us bleſt, 
Content flows not from being deeply taught, 


Vice reigns as much within the Scholar's Breaſt, 


As in the Man's who never Learning ſought. ur 


— 


— — - 


| What then is worth our Search, Myrtiilb cry'd, 


If Learning can't a pleaſant Life e Weg 
* Happineſs to Induftry's deny'd, | 
Who can his Station in this World 


VII. 


The Man who 18 his Mind exempt from Stains, | 
Who curbs his Paſſions, and his Virtue rears, 
Were Vice unknown, ſo hkewiſe wou'd be Pains, 


Vice  begets D rr e from Fears. 


| WE” N 
Vet Luxury. i in Mortals bear ſuch Sway, N 
And flatt ring Pleaſure ſo inchants the Soul, 


. oa dirty rugged Way, „ 
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JT Marry Man's ConpirION. . 
Tt rity a : 

* drk tied to a Wit; it is true 3 N ee 
1 Yet ſtill there are Things, I've a longing to do; | 
And tho' to the Charms of my Wife I'm confin'd, 
To the Beauties of others I'm not wholly blind: 
Io the Service I'm preſs d and is I'm a Man, 
1 I fwear I'll be conſtant —— as long as T can, Fe 
Ad if for & better, you'd ſearch the World Oer, 


The honeſteſt Huſband, cou d never do more; © ; 
But if from my Colours I ſhou'd be a ſtarter, | 
Is cannot be ſhot for a Coward Deſerter, 2 
And ſince for ſuch Crimes, then the Law takes no Care, 
Be doing I wou'd if I did but know where; 
But when on a frolickſome purpoſe I go, 


Some Friend to my Wife (to my Pleafare a Poe) 
Will tell me Tm married, and muſt not do fo. 
Abroad all my Friends for ever repeat it; 

At Home, I am ſure I cannot forget it. 
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| POEMS oe flo. my. 


On a young GENTLEMAN who was flat” : 
| dei for bis Fortunt.” © * 7 


p eyry ſlatrring Muſe, and Cheat in Ton, 
O Young Clody is of late the mann 4 
The Women too, his Vanities cares | 
And thro' his Purſe fee Beauties in his Face: ; 
That golden Microſcope, thre? which the Eye - © 
Can in that In/e# thouſand Charms defcry, + : 
'Thro' thee his Virtues all Mankind's excel, 
And honeſt Poverty, looks black as Hell: 
But we ſhou d quickly find in Reaſon's Gb 
Poor Mycon worthy —— Clody but an At; 
How monſtrous, Riches ! is thy Power gown! 


Wanting of thee, what Virtues e er were known? ] 
Riches to Worth's, like Light to ſomething fin 


Without who's help it needs muſt fail to ſhine. 
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The UNGzNZRoOVs BENEFACTOR. 


WANTED Money Money Nele gee, 
Wich bound me to his Lordly Will a Slave, 
hat e'er he ſaid, I was oblig'd t approve, ws of 
Tho' e en againſt my Honour or my Love; 
And, Oh} fatiguing Taſk !. was forc'd to ſit, | 
Jo hear his Nonſenſe, and confirm it Wit 
k Nay, to his Morals and Reli ion bound. 
N 8 And all becauſe ] ow'd him twenty Pound! 
k With Money Debtors, ſuch Men's F avours pay, 
For Obligation 1s the WL W 9 
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„ ELIN pA. 


Nr 


)ELLINDA Empreb 2 8 Heart, 
Who reigns deſpotick over ev'ry Part, 

Thy pow'rful Charms with Joy I will rehearſe, 

Thy -Beauties, _ my Love ſhall fil my Verſe. 


Thy . the reſt of Female-kind ſurpaſs, 
As Foreſt Oaks o'ertop the humble Graſs ; 
More bright thy Eyes than Phebus Morning Beams, 
And thy lov'd Breath ſweeter than Nectar ſteams ; 
Upon thy Cheek bor eyer .blooms « the Roſe, 
And on thy pureſt: Coral grows; 
Thy Lilly Breaſt” where wanton” ids play, ; 


Sweet and inviting & the Monch of Bay; 3 
Nor is the .ripen'd Peænefl plump, ſo fair as they. 
Who can unmoy'd behold your piercing Eyes ; 


None ſees your Face, but for Poſſeſſion dies. 
Had'ſt thou but liv'd in mighty Priam's Reign, 


Monarchs had fought, thy Favour to obtain ; 
Cities been ſack'd, and fiery Monſters ſlain. 
Fair Helen ſet contending Kings in Arms; 
Helen, who had not- half Belinda's Charms! 
Be ſome Extravagant in Celia's Praiſe, 
Others les wiſe the Name of Mira raiſe ; 


Belinda 
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Belinda's Charms ſhall my week Muſe employ, 
rer 111 Ling, wan 12 r en Joy. 


" Happy the Man wha hols u his Any, Y i 


4 — thy Lips, and revels in thy Charms! OY 


He ſurely might with Eaſe the reſt forego ; 


Poſſeſt of you, Irwou'd no Seeond know ;* 


Still in thy Arms my Happineſs I'll 1 
Nor wiſh a Joy beyond thy kind Embrace. ] | 
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T CLOE on leaving the Covyrxy. | 


ROUND the barren Heath I rove * 
To ſeek the Image of my Love; 1 
Not Paradiſe, When you was there, be Le 
Could with the barren Heath compare 
When abſent neither Eer's Field, | 

Nor Tempe's Grove ſuch Pleaſure yield. 

The verdant Shrubs now blighted, are 

Sad Emblems of the Pain I bear; - 
I know not what could change them ſo, Tar? 
Unleſs thay een | by 
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Upon C R U E LT ; 


E T Heroes boaſt of Hearts for Slaughter made, 
Of Iron Hearts, where Pity can't invade; 
Let em with Joy the Blood of Nations ſpill, 
And call it Merit to betray and kill: 
Laugh at the Fool who gives the Poor relief, 
Or, mov'd with Pity, feels another's Grief : 
Yet if, with Juſtice, we their Actions ſcan, 


The moſt Wee HEE is moſt a Man. 15 


CUPID 
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cvPiD L o S T. 


8 Cupid wander'd out one Day, 


He by Misfortune loſt his Way; | 


Aſk'd every Shepherd that he met, 
If they could guide him to Lowe's det: 
Says One, in Celia's Cheek it lies, 


In Sappho's Neck, in Cloe's E yes 3 


Another — twas in Silvia's Smiles, 
In Delia's Wit, in Laura's "a * 0 
Or in full Triumph did appear 
In Sally's flowing golden Hair. 

Amaz'd he knew not where to roam, 
Nor where to find a Friendly Home; 


The beamy Sun in Mid-day blaze 
Now parch'd the Earth with ſultry Rays, = 


When Clara ſhunn'd his warm Approach, 
Undreſt and ſlumb' ring on a, Couch, 

All bare her Limbs, — The God afraid, | | 
Unknown had to her Chamber ſtray , 
Fatigued with Travel, ſeeking Reſt, 

He lightly perch'd upon her Breaſt : 

Her flutt ring Heart beat an Alarm, 

And wak'd each latent Grace and Charm ; | 
To ſhun the Power of her Eyes, eee | 
Confus'd the little Wand'rer flies, 
And ftealing ſoftly from above, 
Pye found, ſays he, the Seat of Love: 


Venus] Tis thy Idalian Grove. 
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CLOE SLEEPING. 
E ftill ye Winds, cles aſleep, 


Ye murm'ring Waters gently glide, 
Ve moſly Banks your Verdure keep, 
Ve Flow'rs appear in all your Pride: 
Raiſe, raiſe ye Songſters of the Grove, 
To Harmony your little Throats ; 
Each Wiſh, each latent Paſſion move, 
With all your thrilling am'rous Notes; 
Your leafy Arms, ye Beaches ſpread, 
And with the Elms and Oaks entwine, 
Whilſt fragrant Dews drop on her Head 
From Roſe-buds and the Eglantine. 
Morpheus ftrew thy Poppies round, 
In leaden Sleep confine her faſt ; 
Her Mantle* s looſe, her Zone unbound, 
Ye Graces revel round her Waſte ; 
Auſpicious Cupid guide me there; 
O lay me gently on her Breaſt: 
*Tis done, and the all-charming Fs air, 
A-ſleep unknowing is poſſeſt. 
High revelling in vaſt Delight, got 
Panting, Sighing, Dead I ſeem d. 
Strepbon ſhe ery'd (wak'd in a Fright) | 
Is't you, O Lord! I thought I dream d. 
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Occaſomd by the For EIGNERS meeting 
with ſo much Encouragement here. 
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OM E liſten, ye Engliſb, a while to my Strain, 
| While I tell you a Story will give you much Pain, 
How Zxgli/hmen ſtarve, while the Foreigners gain, 

With a down, down, derry, derry, &c. 
What have you &'er done to deſerve ſuch a Doom? 

With your. Fathers your Wit is ſure all in the Tomb, 
That you forfeit your Senſe for a e of Rome, | 

- With a down, Oc. | 


The Voice of an Eunuch what Clown won't Obey ? 
Sound Senſe for Franciſque you have barter'd away, 
And for Glaſſes your Eyes, you exchange ev'ry Day, 
| With a down, Oe. | 

No Fool is ſo dull, but their Worth will enhance, 
Bnt if all their Nation comes hither to Dance, 

I hape we ſhall quickly be tir'd of F. rana, 
With a down, &c. 


Court, City, and Country ſtand on their Side, 
Our Delight it is grown, and our Boaſt, and our Pride, 
To ſee Engliſpmen walk, while the Foreigners 115. 
With a down, 15 4 


With 
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With. Monfieurs our Play-bills are tuck ev'ry Day. 
Tralians, French, Dutchmen, fill up ev'ry Way, 22 
And Signior and Monſieur, is all we can ſay ; 
Ie With a down, Ofc. 475 | p 

Our Heroes, like Tralians, now 1 grows — 
Our Elders all weak as Franciſſue in his Show, 
And our Stateſmen ſhort ſighted, alas! as a Beau; 
With a down, Ce. 


Ye Schools that for Learning, are worthily known, 
No wonder your Benches ſo empty are grown, 2 
Since our Nation deſpiſe „ eee eee, 8 

With a down, Se. 


In the Manners of England none try to ſucceed, 
Moſt of us like Frenchmen both habit and feed, 

But who can't Talk French is a Blockhead indeed ; z 
With a down, c. 

Our Old Engliſ Diſhes we re ks to diſown, 
To Ragouts and Toupees we now are ſo prone, 
That we've neither a Dreſs, nor a — ; 

* ith a down, Oc. 
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- - Too prone to change, too knowing to be told. 


CONSTRAINT. 


OW weal:'s that Parent, who untimely Care, 
From youthful Pleaſures wou'd his Son debar ? 

Who thinks with Words unkind, and angry Looks, 
To fright him from his Miſtreſs to his Books. 
Vain Suppoſition ! for the youthful Mind, 
The more *tis curb'd, the worſe it is inclin'd ; 
Conſtraint in all things gives Defire Encreaſe, 
Enjoyment ſooneſt makes the Paſſion ceaſe. 


COIL IAC eee eee 
A MELANCHOLLY THOUGHT. 


OW various are the Cares which Man ſurround, 
How hard, how rarely Happineſs is found; 
With what encreaſing Pain, and daily Strife, 


We firuggle thro? this ſhort, but painful Life? 


How many Roads to Ruin can we ſee, 
How few, alas! to reach Felicity ; 


| Wiſdom tugs hard to keep us in her Way, 


But with a Look Pleaſure can lead aſtray ; 
Fooliſh the Man, committing Wrong, ſtill cries, 
I, when I pleaſe, can yet again be wile : 

O Vanity! Example makes us know, 

Vice turns our friendly Reaſon to a Foe. 

Reaſon when once abus'd, makes Folly ſtrong, 
A ſtiff Opinion's a perſiſting Wrong. 

The Fool's Deſign is eaſily defac'd, 


Nlade with a Thought, and with a Word erag'd ; 


But Men of Senſe their Purpoſes will hold, 


A 
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9 2 & CH 


4 s ON & 


Tuſcrib'd to Miſs Molly B-—T — 


J. 8 
E ſacred Nine, of tuneful Verſe, 
Seraphic Charms inſpire the Song; 
In lofty Strains her Praiſe rehearſe, 
To whom the brighteſt Charms belong. 
II. 


How dim the Flames, that from the. Skies, 
Prometheus ſtole with raſh Deſire, | 
Wou'd ſhine, to bright Maria's Eyes, 
That beam forth Rays of Veſtal Fire! 
ö ee 
By whoſe more pow'rful, melting Charms, 
Ihe frozen Cynic Heart's difloly'd; 
But, folded in Maria's Arms, = 
In Bliſs the happy Swain's involv'd. 


| IV. 
Oh! haſte kind Czp:i4, God of Love, 
And aid me with thy Sov'reign Art; 
'Tis She's the Cauſe, tis She muſt prove 
The Cure of Da mon's bleeding Heart. 
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= P46 RAM: 
A GENTLEMAN who prefer'd (ROAST 
Ber 0 4 Fine LADY. f 


HAT cho on Celia's Charms I greatly doat, 
And in her Praiſe wou'd ſpend my utmoſt 
Breath; 


Tho' on her Breaſt I all the Day cou'd gloat, 


And gaze and figh till I were ſtarv'd to death: 
Yet to Roaſt-Beef I'll inſtantly repair, 

From ſecond Thoughts, beſt Council does occur ; 
And tho' with Joy I'd ſtarve to gain the Fair, 

Yet I muſt Eat if I wou'd pleaſure her. 


| . 
2028 
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To 4 SUBSCRIBER 70 this BOO K. 


TOR writing to this little Book your Name, 


That has nor Senſe, nor Wit, nor Satyr ; 
Your Underftanding Some may blame, 


But All muſt praiſe your great Good. nature. 


£3 


To 
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To a GIT on 15 Death of big 
MOTHER. 


Written ly a Lady. 
OUR filial Love does in your Looks appear, 
But let my Frietidſhipyour dark Sorrow clear: 
What pity 'tis that Virtue C er ſhou'd ſhed a Tear! 1 
Who but muſt .grieve, if you're by Fortune croſs d, 
For you have done what few beſides can boaſt; _  - 
From Want you did a Mother's Age defend, 
And prov'd your {elf a Son, and r a 
Names ſcarcely heard, and Virtues Der 
But even Malice muſt, your Merit own. 855 
Oh! may each Son a Mother find ſo true, 
And each poor Widow ſuch a Son as Ton! 
Oft when ſhe ſpoke, .I've ſeen thy Heart rejoice 
At the ſoſt Muſick of, a Parent's Voice; 
At thy Succeſs: her Tears wou d often. ſtart 3. ; 
The loving Torrent of a joyous Heart! 
Fortune her Age did to the World expoſe 
Without a Friend, encompaſs'd round with Foesz 
Found no kind Hand to give her timely Bread, 
Nor yet a Shelter for her wretched Head ; | 
Even thoſe ſhe had oblig'd, no Succour gave, 
Nor lent Hand to raiſe her from the Grave; . 
G3. And 
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But you, once her chief Pleaſure and Delight, - 8 
Now grew a Torment to her aged Sight; 


Oſt wept in Sorrow for a Mother's Fate. | 2 
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And tho? each Sun her Sorrows did increaſe, 

She ſtill enjoy'd an honeſt Heart at Peace ; 

Undaunted did the Frowns of Fortune ſtanc, 

Nor ever murmur'd at juſt Heav'n's Command. 

But till to Miſery did Patience blend. T6 
Willing to die, as fearful to offend. 


Ne'er cou'd ſhe fee you (once her belt Relief) 

But guſhing Tears expreſs d a Mother's Grief. 

In you Fate ſtruck her in the tend'reſt part 

Her Care for you fill'd all her gen rous Heart; 

Her Grief, her Pain, and Pleaſure roſe from you, 
At once her Torment, and her Comfort too; 4 
And all who ſaw her Anguiſh muſt agree, 

She valu'd Life, but in Reſpect to the: 

Then you, my Friend, tho but in Infant State 


But Heav'n in pity pointed out the Way 

For you to chaſe her Miſeries away. 

In Buſineſs did your Infant Hands engage, - 

'To pay your Duty to a Mother's Age: F 
By you reliev'd! with Joy her Boſom glows, | 
Her Pleaſure in her grateful Love ſhe ſhew'd ; 
Her Joy was fuch as theirs, who Gifts receive | 
From thoſe kind Friends to whom they'd freely give. 
Her tender Care with fond Indulgence join dd 
To form your Morals and correct your Mind. 
With ſoft Perſuaſions did your Youth improve, 

And never ſhew'd a Mother, but in Love: 


While yon with filial Love and duteous Truth, 


Made her laſt Days as joyous as her Youth z/  _. 
Made her with Pleaſure wait the hour of Death, 


And in a parting Kils catch d her lait Breath : on 
Sar 


* 
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Saw her expire, Contented, and at Eaſe, 
And knew yourſelf her Inſtrument of Peace: 


A Thought, which in the hardeſt Hours of Care, 
Will ſoften Sorrow and expel Deſpair ; 


4 And when Death calls you from this World Sts, 
Shall give a happy Period to your Liſe; 
No Fears ſhall make you wiſh a longer Stay, 
But your laſt Breath in Hope ſhall paſs away, 


And your Soul reach the Regions of Eternal Day. 
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_ Miſs MOLLY, a Jeautiful Young 


BaR- K EE ER. 


OLLI, while round th'i inchaned Bar, 
Your Charms Angelic move ; 
There's not a Swain beholds tl Fair, 
But feels the pow'r of Love. | 


While you Triumphant, tyranize 
O'er Hearts you gain by Scores, 

And with Syrenic Pow'r your Eyes 
Kill him who moſt adores ! 


You firſt on each F Swain, 
Inviting Smiles beſtow; - 


Then from your Tongue, t'augment his Pain, 
Repulſive Accents flows. 


Oh ! Charmer in Compaſſion turn, 

To meet my raging Fire ; 
That both, in mutual Flames may burn, 
In mutual Bliſs expire. | 
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EP F&E R A M. 


Upon a very pretty 'GENTLEMAN who 
wore a very bad CLOAK. 


LOAKS were firſt made Deformity to ſhroud, 
And ſuch the ſpruce Gallant ſhou'd never wear; 
Ihen prithee, Friend, don't wrap thee in a Cloud, , © | 
But ſhew your ſprightly Look and comely Air. 
Vour Friends alone do now your Dullneſs know, , 
And Dullneſs may, perhaps, with them go down 3 

But don't by Emblematick Habit ſhew, Bop 

And write it on your Back, to all the Town. 


To 4 very Il Woman who was always 
looking in the GLASS. 


O you what Joy does that falſe Glaſs ere 
Which vainly ſays, the Queen of Hearts you” 
Reign: 5 

© ! Cou'd it ſhew your falſe and treach'rous Heart, 
You'd, ſurely, never dare to look again. 
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4 PASTO RAIL. on the Death of 
Mr. WIL S. 


A VI NG with Grief, with Anguiſh quite depreſs d, 
Flying from Comfort, and averſe to Reſt, 


The ſad Callinge, ſhunning the Day, . 
Ts ſome lone Cave, impatient ſhapes her Way. 
She travel'd long The Sun withdraws his Light. 


And now with Joy ſhe meets the ſable Night; 

Acroſs the Sky blue Lightnings dart, ſwift, fierce 3: * 
And Balls of Fire the clouded Ather pierce: 

Loud - rattling Thunder rends the knotty Oak, 

Rous d at the Blaſt, the ill-boding Ravens rake | 
The ſcreaming Owl joins her diſcordant Note, 
To the hoarſe Mu/ick of the Bitterns Throat; 


And Maſtiſſs bark at the thick-clouded Moon. 

Scar'd at the Viper's Hiſs, the ſtarts away; 

But meets the grizly Wolf in ſearch of Prey: 

Sudden a Torrent from the Clouds deſcends, 

Old Boreas blows, and the tall Cedar bends : 

She royes bewilder'd, and no Succour finds, 

Yet dares the Storm, and braves the making Winds 
\ At 


{ 
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Cad ſhudd'ring Ghoſts ſteal forth in their dark Noon, 


* 
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At length — her weary d Steps ſome Comfort mu 1 
And in a cold Rock finds a kind Retreat; ;!; 2 2 4 
Shatter'd in twain. the mould' ri ring Stone appears, ; 
Either by Tempeſts, or a length of Vears : 
High on its Brow a blighted Vew- tree hung, 
(Where once kind. Philomel her Ditries ſung. Ke 
An antique Pile. on the inid-ſummit ſtands, 
Perhaps an Offering of ſome pious Hands ! 
Now Ruins only ſhew the ſpacious Dome, 
Where mid-night Fairies to their Revels come, 
Or Ghoſts ſwift-gliding from their Graves below., 
Here track the Dance in the ſoft yeilding Snow ; 
Loud thro' the Cracks the hollow Tempeft ron, 
Searching into the Earth's remoteſt Pores; 
The ſandy Surface circling Winds up- tear, 
And leave the latent Adders cold, and bare. 
Low at the Bottom's dug a hollow Cave, 
Some mournful Mendicant's fad, Ruthleſs Grave; 
Here on the Earth his mould'ring Body Jay, 
Half turn'd to Duſt, and half remaining Clay: 
She enter'd and confeſt the bleſt Retreat, 
Which bore.a ſemblance to her wretched Fate. 
On the cold Earth ſhe fat her gently down, 
With Hair diſhevel'd, and diſorder'd Gown, © 
Her Eyes thro' Mitts. of Tears but feintly ſhone, 
As thro' a foggy Cloud the Orient Sun. 
A Cypreſs Stump upheld her ſinking Head, 4 
And thus ſhe mourn'd, her once Gay Wildair dead. 
Ye hapleſs Bones deny d a reſting Tomb, 
Whatever State thy Soul did once aſſume; 
Now let our Griet be in one Channel join'd, 
And thy dumb ſilent Sorrow teach Mankind. 
No more ſhall Virtue on the Earth be Known, 
For Virtue is with him for ever gone. 
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oh l he had all the Arts our Souls to warm, 


A Grace each Word, and every Look a Charm. 


What ſoft Perſuaſion iſſued from his Tongue! 


Like drops of Honey to our Souls it clung; - 


When warm Debates o'er all our Reaſon ſway d, 


With Calmnefs he the dreadful Heat allay'd ; 
His gayeſt Words with trueſt Maxims fraught, 
Twas Foy to Liften, Pleaſure to be Taught. 


By ſoft Attraction fee him move the Heart, 


And Charm all Eyes alike in every Part. 

When youthful Hamlet moan'd a Father dead, | 
And ſtrove t avenge the Inceſt of his Bed ; 
Who could refuſe but drop a Pitying Tear? 
His loud Complaints what wounded Soul cou'd bear * 
The Guiltleſs Mothers when they ſaw the Scene, 
Wou'd joyfully repeat each. Word again ; 
And to their Oft-ſpring, fitting by their Side, 


Virtus like that, my Son, be yours they cry d. . 


When honeſt Fuba felt the pangs of Love, 
What tender Fair could then relentleſs prove ? 
They ſtole a Look, and bluſhing, red with Fear, 

ou'd ſoftly wiſh that ſuch their Lovers were 
= wiſt'd in vain, for fir'd by him, the Youth 
Addreſs the Fair with Conſtancy and Truth. 
New Virtues ſpring in every blooming Mind, 
Their Morals mended, and their Taſtes refin'd. 

See Edpar next his buſy Eye-balls roll, 

And ſhew the wild Emotion of his Soul, 
Whilſt Majeſty in every Action warms, 

And by ſome ſecret Movement, "ſoftly charms, 
The Conſcious Wretch appal'd with Dread, ſtarts wide, | 
A thouſand Fears his lab'ring Soul divide: ENT 
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Here taught to tremble at the Power above, i. 
And own the Deity, he would not prove, 

What &'er of Old was Godlike or was Great, 
What graced the Grecian, or the Roman State ; 

Or what &er modern Britain boaſts Divine, 
With him in Death ſunk down at once ſupine. 
In him the ancient Heroes ftill ſurvivd; 

In him inſtructed, and in him they liv'd : 
What Scipio did, pr Godlike Cato thought, 
Was Numa counſel'd, or what Tally wrote, 
What Seneca could only teach Mankind ; 

He to the Theory the Practiſe join d. 

He beſt could repreſent the Good alone, 
Since every Virtue ſhewn, was but his own. 

In gayer Scenes behold the Hero charm, 
Pleaſe the Moroſe, and een the Stupid warm; 
A ſprightly Joy thro” all the Audience ran, 

And caught like kindling Flames from Man to Man; 3 
A genial Mirth each drooping Head uprear d, 

And Grief was abſent till he diſappear d. 

Once did that Form o'er every Heart prevail, ; 
But now no Beauties ſhews ; all wan and pale. 
One envy'd by the Men, he ſhone Supreme, 
The Maidens daily Wiſh, and nightly Dream. 

O! That 'twere poſſible! for Grief to rave 
So loud, as to releaſe him from the Grave 
Vain Suppoſition! Can our Wiſh reſtore 
A Being loſt, to what it was before? 
Can the groſs Earth be fue of Pain+ 
Can Death relent, and give him up again? 
No, the fleet Subſtance is for ever loſt; 

But ſtill a nobler Triumph we may boaſt, 
Our Minds reflect his pleaſing Image ſtill, 
There he ſurvives, and there ſor ever will. 

| In 
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In viſionary Scenes, and myſtick Trance, 
The buſy Phantoms o'er our Fancy dance; 
There I behold his blooming Soul aſpire, 
Convoy'd by Angels to the Immortal Choir; 
Still I embrace his Subſtance there, tho” dead: 
Hug the fleet Air, and graſp an empty Shade. 
Ha! There it glides, I ſtill purſue it cloſe —— 
At this the Nymph, frantick with Grief, aroſe, 
Unknowing where, —— ſhe roams, at length her Feet 
Reach to the Town, once her admired Seat: 

Her Tears exhauſted, now aſk freſh Supplies, 

Impatient to her Hero's Urn ſhe flies, | 
There ſpreads the Cypreſs, and the Myrtle, round ;, * 
And with Perfumes ſcents the bleſt hallow'd Ground. 
There, what her Grief directs her Muſe Indites ;.  . + 
And o'er his ſacred Corpſe theſe Lines ſhe Writes. 


Honeſt and Juſt were his firſt Steps to Fame, 
And generous Friendſhip to Mankind his Flame; _ 
Valu'd by all Men, follow'd and approv'd, | 
Honour'd when Living, and when Dead beloy'd. 
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ROM * we ſhou'd our Morals take, 
Þ Their Care ſhou'd be rinttruck the Vulgar 
Mind; 


But all the Uſe, Puff does of Learning make, 
Is but to contradict and thwart Mankind. 


K ee eee 
To a Lav y, Fibing. e 


HA IS, your precious Time you waſte 
In Sports which only can amuſe j © 
Beauty's a Flow'r that will not laſt, 
Then why will you a Moment looſe F 
Your Angle *mong'ſt the Courtiers bear, 
There it will greater Joy impart; 
For ev'ry Fiſh you now inſnare, 
You'll catch a Lover's Heart. 
Which pleaſes beſt, you there may chuſe, 
The Gay, the Witty, or the Great - 
What Mortal can the Hook refuſe, . 
When charming Beauty is the Bait. 
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HERE Hanpſead's lofty Summits rife, 
| And Trees in leafy Honours ſpread ; 
Whoſe tow'ring Tops wave in the Skies, 


And form a lovely Shade, 
II. 

A Swain undone by am'rous Woe, 
Flies to the Shade to find Relief ; 
The Turtles to his Sorrows coo, _ 
And Philomel return'd his Grief. 

HI. 


The cooling Zephyr: gently fan 


His Soul to lulling ſoothing Reſt ; 


Swell'd with his Tears, his Pain confeſt. 
88 „„ 
He ſigh'd and whiſper'd Cælia's Name, 
The Cauſe of all his Grief and Pain: 
Eccho, as Partner of his Flame, 
Return'd the pleaſing Sound again. 
V. 
At that he rear'd his drooping Head, 
The Sound his Love- ſick Soul inſpired ; 
But, ah! The lovely Image fled, 
** his Joy too faſt retired, 
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VI. 
. Haplgſs « the Wretches, then he cry'd,  _- 
Who yield to Love's deluding Dart: 
For Remedies the more they're try*d, 
The more increaſe the deadly Smart. 
VIE. 
The Shade, the Grove, Delight no more, 
Since fickle Cælia's fled away; 
E'en Sol has loſt his Soverei — 
And now emits a feeble 
VIII 
1 climb the rugged Rocky Mount, 
Where we ſo oft together fat ; 
Alas ! The Joy I there recount, 
Augment the Terrors of my Pate. 
IX. . 
Here oft I've claſp'd her in my Arms ; 
Here on her Lilly Boſom play d: 
Here I've ſurvey'd her glowing Charms, 
* fond Heart, WN 
X. 
Ah! Wretch, another happy Swain 
Enjoys her now, a willing Bride? 
But I without a Sigh reſign, - 
He ſaid, ten herd in Head aA. 
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To a LAD on her Two Favourite BI R Ds. 
. 8 * 
EH O P, the Pair, in Tranſport view 
Each other, tho' confin'd; 
So gaze my longing Eyes on you, 
And feed my Love- ſick Mind. 


II. 
In gentle Murmurs breathing Link, 


They ſtretch their little Throats ; 
While Eccho emulates above, 
The warbling of their Notes. 
it Be: ici's 5: 
Freedom that Joy ſo much admir * 
Unſought, they never miſs; 
So were I but with you-retir'd, 
Confinement would be Bliſs. 
Iv. 
On ſome ſmooth” Moſly Bank reclin'd, * 
I'd meet your piercing Eyes; 
In K:/zs ſpeals my raptur'd Mind, 
And Breath my Soul in Sight. 
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1 * E O with Lucia is ever at Stiſe, 


And willing wou'd die to part with his Wie: 
Mycon and Cælia, have Love ſo at Heart, 
Both die at the Thought that once they muſt part. 


In what ever Claſs of Liſe we appear, 
We ſtill have a #4, and muſt have a Fear. 
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Ne'er eaſy but when in her Lap or her Bed; 


What then can Almeria, pray, habe in her Head? 


Mts, ir Vilun Sina ti 
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Anſwered ExTZMPORE. FRY | 

2 3 7249 In 44} 
F Almeria for Dog boch Kindneſs re | 
Perhaps, in her Head, mes a Poppy like 15 * 
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An ODE 26 -Pa vn desOiaby, | 


IS Maſonry unites Mankind, 
To gen'rous Actions forms the Soul; 
In Friendly Converſe all conjoin'd, 
Ky or 'Spirit animates the Whole, 


rennen een 
where er aſpiring Domes ariſe; 
Wherever ſacred Altars ſtand; 
Thoſe Altars blaze unto the Skies, 
le ebene Pe- reg T NN | 
II. * # 
* Science cultivars our bi, | 


"FL Maſon's Art is Term reines By 


R 
Tho! ſtill our chief Concern, and Care, 
Be to deſerve a Brother's Name ; f aw WY 
Yet ever mindful of the Fair, 0 bS 9 
Their kindeſt Influence we claim 
e 
Let Wretches at our Manhood rail, 
But they who once our Courage prove, 
Will own that we who Build ſo well, 
With equal Energy can Love. 
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To the Tune of MiDsUMMER-Wisn, 


I TH Gems as bright as are thy Eyes, 

Thy lovely Frame I will adorn, 
Till thou outſhine'the Summer Skies, 

Or Phzbus uſh' ring in the Morn. - 
Inſtead of this, thy homeſpun Grey, 

With India Silks I'll deck thy Frame: 
Then why, perverſe, doſt thou'delay 

To ſpread thy lovely Beauty's Fame. 
Scorn the low Courtſhip of the Swain, 

Nor give your Mind to rural Sports; 
With me in greater Splendor reign; 

With me partake the Joys of Courts ; 
We'll ſtudy Pleaſures Life to ſpend, 

Strangers to ev'ry anxious Sigh ; 
All Day to Muſick we'll attend, 

All Night in Love's ſweet Trances lie. 


"WE 


RM — 1 et. 


142 POE MS on ſeveral Occofions. 


To the Tune of Blow on ye Winds, &c. 
T FF ENCEFORTH, vain Youth, your Arts for 


RL” 
Nor thus torment my Heart ; 

My Virtue is my only Care, 
Nor from it will I part. 

What tho' your Gold appears ſo bright, 
Your glitt ring Diamonds ſhine, 

They're mortal all, nor pleaſe my Sight, 
But Virtue is Divine. 

Tho' I in State might Kings excel, 
And ftrut in guilty Pride, 

In virtuous Poverty ['ll dwell, 
Content, by Harry's Side. 

No higher Love I &er ſhall crave; 
In vain is all your Art: 

None ſhall my Perſon ever have, 
Without my conftant Heart. 


Your Wit nor Gold's of no import, 
Nor Love in me create ; 
To gay Coquettes go make your Court, 
And leave me to my Fate. 
Tho' you in Lace appear fo gay, 
And Harry's meanly Dreſt; 
Yet you are falſe and will betray, 


But Haryy's Poor and Juſt. 
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2 La vv reading SENECA: 


Saul; © - 
From thence Inftrudted, Paſſions you controul : 


O Mirror clear! Where we ſhou'd look betimes, - 


To find our Virtues, and correct our Crimes. 


EA D on, bright Maid, gy _ righteow 


If that ſweet Taſk, your leiſure Time employs, 


Content will follow with its Train of Joys ; 

Content, by Heay'n for Goodneſs firſt deſign'd, 
The Summer Sun-ſhine of the virtuous Mind; 
But, Oh! How high the (glorious Planet lies, 
What Regions muſt we paſs of clouded Skies ; 


What Virtues muſt we gain, what Troubles bear 


F'er we can reach that happy Angel Sphere? 
From the high far-ſeen Dome and gilded State, 
(The gaudy Manſions of the Proud and Great) 
To the Swains Cottage, or the Hermit's Cell, 
Where Love, Humanity, and Friendſhip dwell. 
Contentment flies, with Virtue for her Guide, 


And leaves the buſtling World to Strife and Pride: 


There from Diſtreſs the Sons of Nature Guards, 
Who practiſe Virtue, ſweet Content Rewards. 
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1 n ͥᷣ eee 
On Mrs. CLI VE, by 4 GENTLEMAN, 


O Apolls, the Poets complain'd 
Of Death's fell unſatisfied Rage, 

Who lately with Cruelty reign'd, 

And check'd the Delight of the Stage, 
Apollo great Anger expreſt, 

And vow'd ſtill the Stage ſhou'd ſurvive, 

For Oldfield, Wilks, Booth , and the reſt, 

He ſmil'd, and ftrait gave em a CLive. 


To @ ScolD who bappen'd to Fr; in 
Co MPANY. SEES 


| ADAM your Mouth and A—e keep Time ſo 


CCC 


But if IL might my judgment freel l | | 
1 ink d ve 15 —— to 3 
Your Word's Abuſe, do modeſt Virtue fink, 
While gentle F—ts do only bounce and fink; 
And if you wou'd my Maxims but obe, 
| You'd never prattle any other way; 
For that Offence, but in a Room we find ; 


| Your talking Folly ſtinks to all Mankind. 
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8 gay Larilla from her Down owe] 
To charm in Diſhabille attending "SDK 8 
Warm with the new-fled Dream, and ripe for 2 
Her Lips yet ſeem to feel the fancied Kiſs: 
The angry Fair her riſing Wiſh reſtrainʒ 
» Reſtraint but doubles all her am'rous Pains : | *? 
'The lovely Nymph i in looſe Attite artay d. . ; 
Whilſt ſoft Deſire incites, calls up her Maid; e 5 
The officious Prieſteſs of each ſecret Rite, 
Born to give Joy, and form'd for foft Ban: : 
Thrice ſupplant they th* Jahan Goddeſs ſue, 
And thrice they pay the bliſsful Off ring due; 
Hence Beaux, in vain ſigh out the tedious Morn ; 
By this ſhe looks on Billet-doux, with Scorn, 
Denies a Smile when by her Lover preſt, 
In her own Sex alone compleatly bleſt. 
Say, Modern Belles, what gives the Languid Pale? 
Or o'er your Features ſpreads a gloomy Veil? 


H Why 
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Why fink in lifeleſs Horror your bright Eyes? 
Or ſome wild Phantom fore your Fancy a? 5 
Tho' on the nobler Spleen ye fix the Il, I 


Or curſe the Dice, or rail at dear DundyHhe 5 © 


Not a loſt Yole, nor. Midnight's dire Alarms, 

But Petty's Labours deaden all yonr Charms. 
Vainly the Parr their mimic Joy repeat, 

For craving Nature points the ſubtle Cheat ; 

The poignant Paſſion ſpreads thro" all her Veins, * 

And Love, Almighty Love deſpotic Reigns : 

It's breathing Influence warms thro! every Part, 

Gleams in her Eyes, and Gloaws around her Heart, 


When innate Pride a horrid Phantom forms, 


And Honour fills the Female Breaſt with Storms ;- 
Increaſing Scandal aids her growing Fears, 

And Ten Aſſemblies chatter in her Ears: . 
Starting, ſhe crys, are Virgins made in vain? | 
Deny'd Love's Bliſs unleſs they feel its Pain? 
Cuſtom ſevere ! That lawleſs Man may ftray, * 
And every looſer Appetite obey, _ | 
Yet we, when Love's impreſſive Tranſports fire, 
Are taught by Art to check the ſtrong Defire ; 
By Education all our Wiſses pall, 
Which Reputation dully we miſcall, we 
Taught by the Nurſe, our Honour, and our Fame, 
To form from conſcious Pride, and fear of Shame: + 
In vain we curb the Emotions of the Soul, 

Or teach the Tongue to liſp, the Eyes to roll; 

Start at the ſwift-ſnatch'd Kiſs, the ſoft Surprize, 
Or at Entendres force a Bluſh to riſe; 

Lowe, tho' conceal'd, ſtill pregnant lies within, 
And aids the willing Heart to ſecret Sin, 

Inſtructs the Spleen, and bids the Vapours flow, 
And makes the Belles each Morn, I don't know how. 


The 
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| The City Lody claims her ſpruce trim'd Clerk; 


The Courtier at the Ball invites her Spark; . 

The Chaplain waits the grave Religious Fair, 

Nor C x nor vicious 7——e; admit Deſpair, - . 

Yet 1 alone muſt wait the coming Kifs, 

Debar'd by Cuſtom the all- charming Bliſs. 
Indulgent Bet heard the Fair's Complaiat, | 


Pitied her Pain and grieved at her Reſtraint, 


What Woman now will ſtop when Virtue checks? 


Shall Reputation daunt our daring Sex? 
O Women Prail !-We to our ſelves prove Foes, * 


For Women Tattle even more than Beaux : 
No Man will ſhun the Fair'for want of Fame, 


Or when he weds, a Wife with Virtue claim; 


Does Clody aſk if Leſbia learn'd to Spin; 

No, now 'tie, can ſhe pack the Cards to win ? 
What empty Dolt expects a Virgin Bride? 
What Lady ever weds that has not try'd? 

Or if the filly Maid her Mark retain, 

Her Foppiſh Spouſe but toils and ſtrives in vain ; 


The Fair deluded moans the Bridal Night, 


And till a Maid, ſhe hopes unfelt Delight. 

From France, bleſt Place! our Female Freedom came; 
We ſcornall Scandal, and defy all Shame : 

Sylvia each Morn does all her Charms diſcloſe, 

Her Toilet all encircled round with Beaux ; 

Yet Fass nor Rakes thinks Sykvia's Conduct wrong, 
She's only Cenſur'd by the Female Throng ; 
Che by Peers, and wealthy Cits addreſs'd, 

Shuns filthy Men, and by her Maids careſsd: : 
Melania careleſs of Regard, or Praiſe, | 

In publick Romps, and with each Coxcomb plays ; 
Che is Lewd without one Suitor's aid, 

With Jex Gallants, Melania is a Maid. 
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How bleſt the Fair! What Tranſports muſt ſhe feel, 


Who Pleafure taſtes, yet can the Sin conceal ? 


Not e' en Tea-Tables can her Conduct ſcan, 
Nor ſhrewd A/emblies tax her with a Man: 


From infant Time thus ſome have Cenſure *ſcap'd, 


Have Riſid each Night, yet never been M. Maped; 
So good EL Iz A (or Fame tells Untruth) 

Artfully hid the Frailties of her Youth ; 1 3 
For when the growing Seeds of Love were found, 
The broader Farthingale was ſpread around; 
Nor modern Times this Benefit denies, 
Bat with a riſing Rump its Place ſupplies z + 
Invention rare, the growing Bulk to ſhade, 
And make each Courtly Belle be deem'd a Maid: 
But greater Joys on the Diſcreeter wait, 

Which make Virginity no irkſome State, 
A Thing above a vulgar Taſte to know, 

Active as Man; yet ſofter than a Beau; 

No rougher Briſtles ſhade his blooming Chin, 

He leaves no Track to trace the ſecret Sin, 

By no fick Qualms, or pallid Cheeks diſgrac'd, 
No ſtiff-· bon'd Stays to cramp the ſwelling Waſte, 
Harmleſs as Poll, or as your Lapdog kind, 

A larger Doll, for ripen'd Miſs deſign'd ; 

Thou , thou alone, bleſt Boy 

Wer't form'd to give the Fair Exceſs of Joy ; 
Courteous to All, for each the Bliſs partakes, 

You make more Cuckol/ds, than a thouſand Rakes, 
With mimic Horns ſpread every "Huſband's Head, 
And harmleſly defile the Virgin's Bed : 

In antient Tales thus Fairies Vigils kept, 

And Maidens loſt. their Virtue as they ſlept. 

Lutrina form'd a rural Life to hate, 

Beggars her Huſband, to appear in State ; : 

; or 
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For Op'ra Tickets and her Debts of Play, 
Reduce her Houſhold to one Meal a Day; 
Yet will ſhe ri{que to ſtarve the Twelvemonths round, 
To give her Fay'rite Songſter Fifty Pound. 
Affected Marcia never could be pleas'd, 
But inward Spleen each growing Ill increag'd ; 
Wak'd every Morn by fancy'd Forms, ſhe'd ſtart, 
Till his ſoft Imaye caught her flying Heart ; 2 
No gloomy Paſſions then her Breaſt invade, : 


The Toilet's Duties long remain unpaid ; 

In quiet Sleep the Lapdog, and the Maid, 

And the warm Chocolate, ſerv'd up at Nod 
Diſturbing Pleaſure, then is brought too ſoon. 

Each willing Beauty to his Shrine bows down, 3 
The Fair of every Claſs his Power own; 8 
Nor Education bars the rigid Prude, 

Tis now the Faſhion to be Gay, and Lewd ; 

And Belles would ſooner in Undreſs appear 

Than not have Liberty to call him Dear ; 

By rigid Vartue let a Porcia riſe, 5 
Or antient Dames be counted Good, or Wiſe; 

No matter how our future Annals ſpeak, 

For preſent Pleaſures all the Good we ſeek. 7 
Thus ends the Maid; entranc'd the youthful Fair, 
Vows, that her future Life ſhall Freedom ſhare, 
Hence from my Sight ſhe cries, that Bauble take, 
For Pleaſure I my Honour will forſake ; 

The Groom, the Footman I'll by Turns careſs, 
And ſhew my Taſte in Paſſion, Life, and Dreſs: 
Virtue deny, my taper Legs expoſe, 

And in the Mall Coquet it with the Beaus; 
With Rubra taſte the Claret's dear Delight, 
And be the Head of P——— Club each Night. 


H 3 | A-while . 
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A-while the Fair, by pow'rful Cuſtom barr'd, 
From Vice applies to'Virtue's juſt Awards 


Dreadful's the Struggle, and the Conflict dire, 
Twixt Honour's Ties, and pangs of /oft Defire; 
Till Nature's Strength weak Reaſon's Aid ſubdues, 
And Honour yeilds to Love s more pleaſing View: 


Prevailing Appetite thus prompts the Maid, 

*« Paſſions will rule and Nature be obey'd, 

0 Pleaſure refus d but turns to inſtant Pain, 

And the Mbite minute is recall'd in vain ; 

<< Be wiſe ye Fair; be happy whilſt ye may; 

Let Fate 'To-morrow guide, live thou to Day: 

« Firtuesa Feſt, tis Folly to be Coy ; 

No Pleaſure ſhun, avoid no Courting Joy. 
Encroaching Vice gay-dreſs'd in dane Light, 

Davens with falſe Glare from Virtue's ſable Night; 

Taught now the duller Pray'r Book to forſake, 

She ſpurns at Horneck, Tillotſon, and Wake; © 

'The ſtrong claſp'd Bible, reverend by its Age, 

Which her Great Grandjire fav'd from Popifh Rage, 

Now unregarded grows ; a Kitchen Book, 

Fit Reading for the Footboy, or the Cook : 

A chattering Parrot ſpoils the long-ton'd Grace, | 

And a ſpruce Monkey claims the Chaplain's Place, 


For with both Sexes tis a certain Rule, 
He that's Religious ever is a Fool. 
Larilla too, owns this politer Scheme; 


Virtue's a Viſion, Holineſs a Dream, 
Nor Knowledge only boafts th' aſpiring Fair, 


Divinity, alas! ber ſmilleſt Care; 

In her own ſelf a mimic World ſhe forms, | 

Her Eyes cauſe Sur/oine, and her Frowns are Serums. 
From ravag'd Nature, ſhe a Covering ftea's; - 
This Beauty higes, ard careleſs that reveals. . 
The 
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The Eaftern Parts their various Odours land, 
And in her Lips Arabian Spices blend, 
Not Nature paints the Globe with brighter Hue, 
Nor Art a fairer Object brings to View; 
From every Belle ſhe takes a different Charm, 
Shews Mira's Hand, and lifts Lucinda": s Arm; 
Her Eyes 2 are taug ht to Kill with Liris's Glance, . 
And E-—es and 2K aid her 1 in the Dance: 
Her poignant Wit is 59. ſtronger Mark, 
She walks like Clarinet around the Park. 
$o nicely blended they our Search perplex, 
She's Repreſentative of all her Sex; _ 
Whether the walks, or in her Di iſhabille, 
Lolls Lifeleſs, ſmiling o'er her dear r 
Or if full dreſt ſue deign to grace the Bal, 
Her Taſte is equally diſplay'd 7 1 ER 
When Summer Suns with parching Heat ee 
In a looſe Night- gown view the tempting Maid; 
Her Pores all op'ning to the wanton Air, 
And the way d Tucker leaves her Boſom bare; 
Her rifing Breaſts the Lover's Fire excite, 
And promiſe endleſs Scenes of ſoft Delight ; 
From ſhorten'd Sleeves, the Veins on either Side, 
Warm the young Heart and ſwell the glowing Tide: 
Eager we gaze, and watch the nimble Foot 
Diſplay'd beneath the unlengthen d Petticoat; : 
Entranc'd the taper Leg our Eyes purſue, 
Wiſhful we look, and hope a further View; 
But wiſely thus the prudent Fair conceal 
Their greateſt Charms, whilſt they the leaſt reveal. 
When Rakes and Ladies dangle in the Mall, 
And each obſequious Beau attends her Call; 
She dreads no Whiſper,. fears no Thought impure, 
But ſmiles and bluſhes in Straw Hat ſecure : 
| H 4 Or 
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Or if the ſeeks from rural Joys Delight, 
And regularly wattes the Day and Night; 


Deigns with the Vicar Common Senſe to talk, 


Whilſt Milkmaids ſtare, and curd ſey as they Walk K 


Then Midnight Saunters and flow purling Streams, 


Woods, Grots, and Hills, are no unpleafing Themes, 
But chief ſhe likes the Town (that ne er can coy} | 
The ripen'd Harveſt of all Female . 
The riſing Sun to her unſeen, unknown, n 
Receives her Martins as he's going down? 
Her haſty Fears diſpence with gaudy State, 

And with much Trouble ſhe gets dreſs'd by Eight; 
Her powder'd Footmen, that precede her Chair, 

And all her Equipage her Taſte declare: . 

Dull Viſits paid, the tedious Moments kill, 

Till Tavelve beholés her fix'd to dear Quadrille 5 

But if Variety the Fair incite 

To taſte the Comforts of one ſober Night: : 

Early as Light ſhe meets th approaching Day 
(Zxtremes in all things Female Boſs way) 

Her eaſy Pad attends with graceful Pride, 


All Nature Smiles, Larilla deigns to ride; 


Or warm in Furs, (the Ruſfan Climates boaſt) 


Gay Diſhabille of every Northern Toaſt 3 


With Manly Air ſhe treads the Froſt-nipt Ground, 
And walks untir'd the ſpacious Parks around : 
Unheeded now the Bells to Worſhip call, 


In empty Churches, Clerks and Curates bawl, 


Whilſt the Beau Monde adore an Eunuch Shrine, - 


Their Morning Pray'r, O Fzr—i— ls thine, 


One G—4, one Songfter, they alike partake, 


But for the Songſter, they'll their Gd forlake 3 * 
Vainly the Prieſt at thy Succeſs diſmay'd, 


Fears Rome's Invaſion; and 1 his Trade, 97) ; 
Vain 
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Vain is the Aid of puritanick Gall; L 

Vain the Anathema's of Salter's Hall, 

In one Piano greater Force appears 

Than all their Writing, Preaching, and their Prayers, . 

Nor half the ſappliant Crowds throng Heaven's ous, "1 

As every Morning at his Levee wait; fret | 

So large, his Footboy can his Hundreds boaſt, 

Whilſt Byfo's Porter moans his better Poſt : 

See in the Anti-chamber how they throng, - . 

And ſell their Virtue, Fame, and Fortune for a Song; 

See Beardleſs Senators, weak Nature's Dolls, | 

Fleet lumps of Matter faſhion'd without Souls, 

Babies of Men to what their Fathers were, 

And who with Clods and Reptiles Talents ſhare ; 

The Species are the ſame in any Shape; J 

A Fly, a Feather, Sylvio, or an Ape: e 

See with her Preſent, trembling Varia ſtand, 

And molt ſubmiſſiue courts the Senior's Hand. 

Flavia, Liſetta, Nymphs of Rank polite, 

Strive, emulous, his Paſſion to excite 3 

He views em both with equal Pride and Scorn, 

Till their rich Gifts his Toilet's Face adorn ; _ - 

Then the Gold Snuff-box claims his warm Embrace, 

Till quite diſcarded by theifaveezer Caſe. 

Young Virgin, Lucia, waits amid the Crowd, 

And ſighing, dares not ſpeak her Flame aloud, 

Whilſt courteous he Accoſts the tremblitig Fair: 

* Hail lovely Maid! You'll all my Favours Yhare.” 

Bluſhing ſhe cries, (and gives a conſcious ſtart:: 

My only Tribute take, a bleeding Heart. 

Ah, Child! What Profit can from that Accrue? 

Cut it in Rubies Miſs, Perhaps *twill do.“ 
Nor leſs our Sex this Sketch of Man Adore 

Paro, who never talks, ean call Encore: 

| H 5 | Links 
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Zi ils, without him ne'er enjoys his Treat, 


And Trifle takes him to his Country Seat; 


Were Virtue Muſical it would invite, 
And his ſoft Notes would make e' en Senſe delight. 


Careleſs he walks, and: ſcorns the ſuppliane Throng;. 
The unthinking dull Admirers of a Song: 

Shakeſpear and Fohnfon to his Pow'r ſubmit, 

He proves that Sound ſuperior is to Wit; 

Than Orpheus moves more ſolid. Logs of Wood” 


And Flintier Hearts than e'er Amphion could; 


With greater Gifts than theſe our Hero's crown'd 3: 
Nor Thehes, nor Thrace, can give 5000 Pound. 


NModena's Duke, ſhame to our Engliſb Brood 


The Sren Sorc'rers ſubtle Charms withſtood ; 


With innate Pride the menial Herd deſpis'd, 
And ſcorn'd the Wretches that ſuch. Folly priz d: 


Larilla mong the reſt throws in her Mite, 

And boldly claims her Share of dear Delight ;. 
The Morning Duties paid, now Buſineſs calls; 

Shut up in Hack ſhe viſits City. Walls, 

Twixt Mercers, Milliners, and China Shops, 
Beaus Ogles, and the Smiles of dimpled Fops, 
Three tedious Hours ſhe kills; then homeward rolls, 
With Baubles, Toys, and Knicknacks,. mighty ſhoals :. 
Various Diverſions then amuſe her Heart; 
Caſandra, Cengrewe, Perfume, or a Tart: 
Then.nobler Arts employ her li:ly Hands, 

And Betty waits ſubmiſtive her Commands: 

Now Reigneir aids her with Invention rare, 

And Pictures and. Japanning charm the Fair; 
Around her Doors, unpaid, the Tradeſmen wait: 


| (Theſe ſure Attendants on the Gay and Great) 


Buſinefs 
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Buſineſs diſpatch'd,. ſhe ſeeks the Toilet's Aid, 
Wie h every Female Ornament array'd, 

Till Viſits due, and gay Tea- tables claim | 
Her ſhare of Scandal to her Neighbc urs Fame; 
Then Characters on Characters ſfuccecd,, 
And in a Train of Defamation bleed. 
To Hazard next the Female Throng retreat, 
And loeſea Portion at a fingle Set; 
Not Far ils can this Cuſtom break, 
Nor his prize Tickets ſave one loſing Stake: 
O fatal Vice, fell Paſſion of the Brave 
Thatchlends the Hero with the vulgar Slave, 
Rane of Man's Honour, and of Female Fame, 
Where Truth and Virtue yield to Vice and Shame: 
The heedleſs Virgin's of her Truth beguil'd, 
The careleſs Mother Stakes a darling Child ; 
Pernicious Converſe, that each Moment breaks 
The unguarded Barrier of either ex. 
If Dice run croſs, where can the Fair retreat? 
Her Honour then muſt pawn to pay the n z) 
The Creditor all Liberty's allow'd, _ 
Tho' dark as H——g—r as H—nd—/ _ 
And Sharpers often to that Bliſs attain, 
For which the Worthy Lower ſighs in vain : 
Hence Fame once loſt, the Fair no longer nice, 
Sooths every Wiſh, . and yields to every Vice. 
Nor Gallantry, nor Gaming charm 2 

Her Taſte in Learning and in Books is ſhewn; 
Satyr's a Folly, and Good Senſe a Jeſt, 
Mad ſingſong 7 an's Non - ſenſe ſuits her beſt. 
Journals and Pamphlets, an unſhapen Load ! 
(Diurnal Witlings ) round her Room are ftrey'd, 
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Each Morn the ſuppliant Authors 7 * stand. „ 
And ready Dedications wait her Hand. 5 
In Muſick Handel's Fancy ſſ n 
His Notes inſpired by all the little Loves; 
Titian's warm Colours on her Wainſcote glow; 
And neat French Prints adorn the Space . ; 
With Medals juſtly plac'd in Order ſhewn, - 
She rivals haughty M——4' or doating . 


For new Inventions Workmen rack their Brains, 


And amply her Applauſe rewards their Pains. 
With Toys and Trinkets they attend in Herds, 


From uſeful , or from trifling D—& x. 


Around her crowds of Mantua-maker's wait, 
And Milliners attend in pleaſing State, 

Her Nod dire&s the Lappets eaſy flow, 

Shortens the Waſte, and brings the Tucker low; 


Bids the frilPd Ruff the graceful Neck encloſe, 
Or fatal Diamonds ſhine in double Rows. 5 
What ever trifling Fancy charms the Gay, 


Tis neat and pretty if ſhe lead the Way; 


Whether ſhe forms the Gardens ſpreading Green, 
Bids mimic-Rocks ariſe, or paints the Screen; 
Still the ſame Spirit animates the Whole, 

And all her Hours replete with Pleaſures roll, 

Life glides ſerenely like a ſilent Stream, 
And every Object ſhews as in a Dream; 


True Thought is baniſh'd, and inſtead of it 


Comes ſuperficial Knowledge, airy Wit. 

Not ſo, our Matrons did, in former Days, 

By Arts of Houſewifry they ſtrove for Praiſe; 

Chearſul, in glad Obedience met their Lords, 

And watcire the Motion of their Eyes and whe” 
eat 
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Neat in their Beauty, but not Looy Gay; 
They ſtudied but to Pleaſe and to Obey j. 3 
No Foreign Coxcombs ravghr their Eyes to rove, i 1 - 
But if they Sim d. was in re of Lowe. © = 
Hence were their Off. ſpring Manly, Bold, and Stout, 

And not like ours, e er Born, worn out. | 
But now relenting my untimely Rage, 
I ceaſe th* unequal Combat to engage ; 
Forgive ye Fair the Mu/e in Cenſure bold, 
Nor Frown when Foibles of your Sex are told; 
Awful ſhe waits before your Beauties Shrine, 
And owns your very FAILIx Os ſeem Divixx. 
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E PIT A P K. 


By Pail e ByEeRLY, Eſq. 


ENEATH this little length of Stone,, 
B In Peace a Youth is laid; 
- How ſoon cut off? Juſt ſeen and knowyn, 
Juſt blooming, and decay d. 
Thy Parents Joy, their chiefeſt Care, 
Reſt in thy Urn ſecure, | 
They only know the Grief they bear, 
For they alone endure. 
In Death ſecur'd, from Woes retir'd,. 
In Innocence now Reſt; | 
What made thee here, to be admir'd, . | b | 
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A DECLARATION pen PETS aud 
BaTTERY in the KI N o's-BEN C R. 


IDDLESEX, to wit, Sir Peter Grievdus. 
Thus complaineth of one Paul Miſchiewvous,, 
Cloſly con in Manſbal's Cuſtody, ©. 
Of Lord the King,, our Sov'reign's Manßbbalſea, 
Before the King himſelf, et cetera; 
For that, to wit, Whereas the ninteenth Day 
Of September, in the ſeventh Vear 
Of George the Second, Britain's King now here ;: 
He the ſaid Paul with Force, and Arms, to wit, 
With Fiſts, and.Staves, in tho ſaid County hit: 
The faid Sir Peter, then, and there Agault, 
And him did beat, though not at all in Fault, 
Him wounded too, and treated. ill befide, 
So that twas greatly fear'd he wou'd have died ;. 
And then, and there, more Wrongs on him n.. 
Againſt the Peace of the ſaid Lord the King; 
Wherefore he ſaith, his Damage he can ſtew worth. 
Five hundred Pounds by his Suit; and ſo forth 
PzTERs, for Sir PETE Gxrzvous. 
| MicnazLt. Moopy, for Miechizvovs. 
uMFHRY Hounp; 
And 


The Proſecution Pledges are 


Hexnxy Hare. 


Tg 
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To L U C I. A, looking «upon 4 
BaTTLE Piece. 
H V into Vi&'ries need you pry, 
By bloody Hero' . won; 
While daily thouſand Lovers die 


4 


By ſilent Conqueſts of your Onur. $280 ; 


The Cupids that your Charms ſurround, 
Too well their wond'rous Force expreſs ;: 
For always where my Lucia's found, 
The ſighing Swains her Pow'r confeſs. 


And if you think my Love I feign, 
And not to Madneſs Lucia prize: 

O caſt one Look upon my Pain, | 
And. Read the Conqueſt of your Eyes. 
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LOVE and BEAUTY: 


fe 

P O E M. 
Inſcribed to the Righe 3 | 

Mis M— M—LOW. 
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Ex Aſpettu naſcitur Amor, 


PEPPEPOPEDE 
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LOVE and BE AUT Y, oc. 5 
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Hei ibi, quod _ Amor o# medical Herbirt a 
8 * 1. 


AY, mighty Love, Invader of my Reſt, 

As thy great Paſſion fires my glowing Breaſt, 
If that's Divine, why does it torture fo? L PV 
And whence the Cauſe that in thy Channels flow); 
Such different Streams, which meeting there unite, © 
To ſtupify the Brain in Reaſon's Spite # 
The ſhipwreck*d Lovers, now kind Hope poſſefs, 
Now dire Deſpair o'erwhelms em in Diſtreſs ; 
A ſhort liv'd Joy now trickles thro? their Veins; 
And now heart-rending Grief completes their Pains ? 

Happy the Muſe, when all her Songs were free, 

And undiſturb'd from Bliſs, Oh Love, by thee! . 


But wand' ring thro” the Cytherean Grove, 


My Muſe, Alas I can ſing of nought but Love. Fa 
Ince 
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Gon 2 2 me, ob. . be the Day! _ v 
Paſſing along thro” ' Copnbill's cronded Way, /) 
By chance my Eyes by ſtrange magnetic Pow' 77. 3 

Fig d on a Goddeſs Paris might adore !/ 1 
Were there another like Diſpute Yariſe, 
Twixt the * three Beauties of the lofty Skies; 

Were Che preſent for a fourth to ſhare 
Of his diſcerning Judgment of the Fair, 

The priſtine Three with her might vainly ſtrive, 
To her the golden Prize he'd ſtraitway give. 


Through the ſmall Op'nings of the ſpreaded Ga 
Where Toilet Equipage on String is worn 
Where furling Streamers gainſt the Saſhes play, 
And pointed Steel through Cambric makes its Way; ; 
A Nymph, who was preſented to my View, | 
Wn Diſplay'd more Charms than ever Helen knew, a 
. Too ſwift, Alas! The lovely Lightning flew ! 


8 While I with eager Look, ſtill gaz d upon 
h Th enchanting Danger which I cou'dn't ſhun, 
While Raptures ſeiz'd my Soul, Deſire my Mind, 

And Hopes of future Bliſs in her combin'd, 

Fl © While pow'rful Extaſy was playing her Part, 
= Love ſhook his Chains and link'd em to my Heart; 
Thoſe am'rous Glances thro' the Gates of Love, 
Took their ſwift Flight, and did effectual prove] 
Wl! Ye Gods! What ſtrange Inchantment did I find, 
Io take Poſſeſſion of th unguarded Mind! 


— — 


* Juno, VEnus, and MIxERVA. 


But 
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But when tk extatic Pow'r began to die, 
Streight from her Hren Charms I ſtrove to 7 ; 
Yet like the filly Moth whoſe wanton Wings » 0 
Expanded to the Flame its Body brings. r 
When by too near approach receives its Fate, 
Laments its Suff rings when, Alas too late ! 
I found my flutt᷑ ring Senſes had convey'd © 
My Heart an Off ring to the lovely Maid: 


When FJeſepbh from his Miſtreſs ſtrove to part, 
= only left his Garmin, I my Heart. 


In vain from Love we ſtrive to be exempft, 
Our Hearts are often wounded. in th Attempft. 


Now Peace a Stranger's grown, my pon regs 
By Day enjoys no Comfort, Night no Reſt ; 5 
No Reſpite from my Tortures now I find,. 
Fly where I will, ſtill Love purſues my Mind: 
Like tir'd Sy/phus whoſe maſſy Stone, 
His weary Hands threw up, ſtill rolleth down: 4 
So what we can't, in vain we ſtrive to ſhun. 


Rea ſon, thou Pilot of the ſtormy Mind! 
Thou wiſe diſcreet Director of Mankind! 

By thee, the wand' ring Senſes are retriev'd, 
And rebel Paſſions have their Bounds receiv d 
T what diſtant Shore art fled ? O tell me where! 
And why J muſt no more enjoy thy Care? 

Alas! "Twas then I loſt thee, when I ſtrove, 
In vain, Reſiſtance of that Tyrant Love! 


Reſiſtance more inflames a hot Deſire, 
Sharpens Love's Darts and ſtirs more fierce the Fire. 
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Can Love no intermitting Pains admit? 
But does it ſtill more ſurious Flames beget! 


O hapleſs Fate ! Too, too ſevere I find 


The racking Torture of a loveſick Mind! ; 
Oh! Cruel God! With half thy piercing Darts, 
Thou might'ſt ſubdue the ſtrongeſt guarded Hearts! 
Why then ſo many ſheath'd in mine do ſhake? 

A Heart, Alas! too tender not to break! . - 


What ſhall I do? Direct ye Pow'rs above! 


Love conquers all — I muſt ſubmit to Love: 
Yet never at my Fate will I repine, 
Make ye but once the lovely Charmer mine. 


With deepeſt Sighs, and languid Hope I ſtrive 
To keep my drooping Spirits ſtill alive 
My Love does ſtrongly on it ſelf return, 
And fans the cruel Flames with which I burn]. 


My Mind enjoys no more its native Eaſe; 


"Tis Clos Pity muſt the Storm appeaſe ! 

'Tis ſhe alone muſt heal the deſp'rate Wound; 

Since no Relief in balmy Herbs is found ! 

An Arrow torn from my poor bleeding Heart, 
Deep {truck in her's, by. ſympathetick ſmart, 
Might work both Cures to one uniting Part : 

Thus might a Shipwreck*d Lover ſoon obtain, 

The latent Port of all his Bliſs and Pain! 


The dear Poſſeſſor of my rapin'd Heart; 

*Tis you alone can mitigate it's Smart ; : 
In thought of you, I paſs each tedious Day ; 
And when ſoft Sleep has chas'd dull Care away, 


Che, fince then, and fince thou only art,” } 


In 
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In flatt'ring Dreams my Fancy does ſuggeſt, 
That cloſely folded in your Arms I'm bleſs d; 
But when Deluſion quits a Sleep ſo ſweet, 

I ſoon perceive, Alas, the falſe Deceit ! 


Both Night and Day you null with equal Pow'r ; 
Awake I languiſh, and afleep adore ! 


Oh! cou'd I but expreſs how much T love, 
It muſt; it cou'd n't but your Pity move! 
But neither Tongue or Pen can Cer expreſs, 
The dire Diſeaſe to be in ſuch Exceſs ! gp 
My Speech deceives me when I wov'd declare; 


How great, how true's the Love to you I bear! 

Love and Defire, Hope and fad Deſpair / 

The various Paſſions, which together fleat + 4 
Upon my falt ring Tongue when "twou'd reveal; 0 
Forbid the utt'rance of the mournful Tale ! 

Till choak'd with Grief, then muſt your Lover go, 
And-moan his Fate in dreary Shades below ! 


Perhaps unhappy-Damon, filly Swain! 
In vain you Love, unpitied you complain? 
Some ſprightlier Youth muſt gain the noble Priae, 
And ſprightly Airs muſt charm her wand'ring Eyes: 1 
If fo, thy Plaints are foil'd, and tis in vain, 
To ſooth thy Grief in melancholick Strain: 
Or ſeek Redreſs in the E Grove, 


There to condole thy paſt rejedted Lore? | 


Since then my. Che, for I can't but know it, 
Tat the Fair Sex neer heed a whining Poet, 
And Fops and Rakes have more attractive Charms, 
To make their Paſſage to a Lady's Arms ; 


And 
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And as, 1 ſay, but hope with no Offence, - . . 
Your Female Hearts are ſeldom caught by Senſe : 3 i 
Believe me Cloe, for I ſwear * tis true, page" 
Jo any Form I'd change when charm'd by you; _ 
Proteus I'd turn, nay Fove himſelf out- do) 


Pl pine no more, for faith I plainly find, 

Who ploughs the Clouds, can only reap the Wind; 
If Fop'ry hits your Taſte, I'll ſuit you too 

I'll quit my native Senſe, dear Ma'am for you; 
Nay ftap my Vitals, ſplit me if I wont, 

Gad firike me ftiff, my Dear, I've often don't: 
Snuff ſhall ſupply the vacant Place of Senſe, 

And Modeſty give way tImpertinence; 

My powdet'd Cue, my Nab, and Pinchbeck Cane, 
Shall ſhew ati Air, my Child, extremely — wain : 
With niceſt Barbers, Milliners and Taylors, 

Tl run in Credit, tho' purſued — by Jailors, 

Far thy ſweet Sake my Pink, my Gilliflower, 
And void of Thought, I'll paſs each careleſs Hour. 
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If in a Medium you wou'd have me be, 
Not too reſery'd, nor yet too pert or free; 
I have a Heart my Cloe does poſſeſs, | 
Will ſuit her Inclination ſhe'll confeſs ; f 
If Temple Service you expect from me, „ th+ 52 
I'll go to Church, my Dear, and worſhip thee ; 
My Life, my Service; and my ftrifteſt Duty, 
Shall be devoted to bright Clos Beauty. 11 


If in the Park your Pleaſure be expreſs d, 
To Court the Zephyrs to your panting Breaſt; 
nan l e | 'Tho' 
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Tho envy'd much *twou'd be my greateſt Pride 
To ſee my ſelf too grac'd by Che's Side; | 
While gazing Youths all with-ambitions pain, 
Shall pointing ſay, Behold the happy Sqain / * 


When Day s fleet Hours have watch'd a of 
„ 

The Play perhaps gives Choe new Del be ; 
Like Cynthia then ,when ſhe her Silver Rays 
Darts through the Clouds, and her bright Face diſplays, 
Shall Ce ſhine amidſt the clouded Fair, 
Herſelf proclaim'd the Queen of Beauty there; 
While J with Tranſport the vaſt Diff rence view, 
Between the greateſt Belles, my Dear, and You ! 


- 
— 


But Mill O Che / You two Choices have, 
And one you ſoon muſt make, to kill or ſave; 
The Victor's Glory ſtill more pow'rful charms, 


Who ſpares the Victims Lives from Deaths cold Arms, 
Think then how noble generous and free, 


'Twou'd be in you to fave your Victim me; 

And I, reprievd from that long ſilent Sleep, 

To you theſe Vows of Conſtancy wou'd keep; ; 
Sooner ſpou'd Lowe forget his ſov'reign Pow'r, 

Or vaſt Eternity end in one Hour; 

Earth's mighty Ball ſhould charge the ſmalleſt Gun, 
And be from that ſhot forth to Worlds unknown; 
Or ſooner ſhou'd bright Phœæbus ceaſe to move, 

E'er I inconſtant to my Cloe prove. 


And thus poſſeſſing thee, by thee poſſeſs d, 
I cou'dn't wiſh to be in Heav'n more bleſs'd 
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No Traverſes of Time or Chance or Fate 
Cou'd e' er extinguiſh Love till Life's laſt Tate: 3.5 of 
But like the circling Vine, with blended Arms, 
We'd often die in Extaſy of Charms, | 


Like Mars to thee my Venus wou'd I fly, 
Surround thy Waiſt, and on thy Boſom lie, 
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Dii.ſſolv'd in Bliſs, embracing thus my Store 8 
Of matchleſs Treaſure, ne'er forſake thee more! 0 
By Cupid's darts the wounded Lovers ſlain, 
Who living dies, and dying lives again! 
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On MARRIAGE. 


ARRIAG E was fiſt ordain'd to eaſe aur 
* Care, 
And genial Tranſports bleſs'd the happy Pair; ; 
Each conſtant Wife delighted with her Male 
{O'er whom no other Beauty could prevail) | 
Studied, new Ways that might content his Mind, 
And keep her Conſort to her Boſom kind ; . 
He, to reward the conſtant Flame ſhe bore, 
To her was true, did only her adore: 
Connubial Joys baniſh'd all worldly Pain, 
Sweet Innocence did then unſullied reign ; ; 
No vile Domeſtic Jars did e'er invade, 
Nor break the ſacred Knot, which Love firſt made: 
Alas! How chang'd it is from Days of Yore ; 
The Bond of Love is in Eſteem no more ; 
For Treaſure, now the Virgin is careſs'd ; 
Men marry not for Love, but Intereſt : 
The Virgin's Love is by her Parents ſold, 
For pompous Titles, or for glitt'ring Gold. 
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INVOCATION. 


Cupid, with thy ſharpeſt Dart 
Pierce my obdurate Ce/ia's Heart; 
And let her feel ſuch racking Pain | 
As I endure by her Diſdain; . 

For did ſhe know what tis to bear 
NegleQed Love, and. fierce Deſpair ; 
She'd ſure, in pity to my Grief, - 

Smile on my tortur'd Soul Relief ; 

Or, with a Frown confirm my. Doom, 
And ſend me'to the peaceful Tomb ; 
Where theſe frail Limbs from Care ſhall reſt, 
And be no more with Love oppreſs'd ; 
Then from bright Orbs I'll look below, 
And ſee gay Celia wrinkl'd grow; 

See Youth avoid her wither'4 Charms, 
As once ſhe fled my longing Arms. 

If Foy to Paradice can added be, 

Celia's Diſgrace will double it to ne. 
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The SEASONABLE ADMONITION. 


I. 
RITHEE, Nell, no more of my proving unkind3 
Uncertain as Water, and changing as Wind ; 
As the Seaſons inconſtant, inclement as Air; 
But hearken to Reaſon, then Die or . Deſpair. 


IT. 


Do but look in your Glaſs, each Morning you riſe ; - 
How faint and how languid the Darts in your Eyes; 
No more on your Cheeks is the beautiful Glow 
Of the Roſe's Vermilion, commix'd with the Snow. 


| > 


Thoſe Lips which were wont ſuch Sweetneſs to yeild, 
That they rival'd the Fragrance of Garden or Field; 
Now languid and pale, can no longer excite, 

For Paſſion grows dead, when you ceaſe to — 


IV. 


Old Age with his Wrinkles hath furrow'd your Face, 
The Bloom is quite wither'd that once gave you Grace; 


Then no longer expect Adoration from me, 
Bat keep cloſe to your Pray i- Book, and turn Devotee. 
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_ The an if BEAUTY. 


S wand'ring Wretches who devoid of Sight, 
(Born to the Woes of Life and joyleſs Night) 
On no exterior Views with Pleaſure gaze, 


Feel the Sun's warmth, yet never view hjs Rays ; 
Long hopeleſs wander in the diſmal Gloom, 
Nor ſee the teeming Branches ſwell their Bloom. 


If ſome bleſs'd Hand, uncloſe their darken'd Eyes, 
With Wonder ſtruck they view the ſpangled Skies : 
How the Clouds fly before the approaching Dawn; 
How with new Glory Phæbus decks the Morn ; 


How the Beaſts graze, the feather'd Warblers fly, 


And mounting upwards ſeek their Native Sky. 
Like them to Pleaſure, blind, I oft did rove, 
Nor on this Thing nor th' other fix*'d my Love: 
When Appetite provok'd I hearty fed; 
When Night approach'd, I ſought my downy Bed ; 
Of Buſineſs lugg'd the profitable Chain; 
Nor fought for Pleaſure, for I felt no Pain. 
Till Mira's Eyes with more than mortal Grace, 
Alluring Smiles, and ſoft bewitching Face ; 
With Heart embellith'd, open, true, and kind, 
Pierc'd my dull Soul, and lighten'd up my Mind; 


Charms fo reſiſtleſs caught me in her Chain, 
And taught me what was Pleaſure, what was Pain. 


pl 
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Ayn Er oo to o the SILENT 8 


1 by Maſter Grunt and Miſs CoLE 
af rhe Theatre-Royal 7 in n e Se. 


He. 


She. 


HAT fhall we lay — come Miſs, do 


you begin. | 
I can't, this odious Play has given me the Spleen, 


. Muſt we be teiz' d with Bey's old Writings {till ! 


Me. 


She. 


He. 


He. 
She, 


Muſt we have Wit and Senſe againſt our Will? 
How fhould we pleaſe, or ever hope Advance, 
I'm no Italian ———— — | | 
—— Nor am I from France. 

O Faugh! I hate my ſelf — an Exgliſſs Wench !— 


O dear, dear®Ribaldry and French. 
. Muſt Shakeſpear's Nature, . Humour 


eee; 
And to Buffoons and empty Sounds give place ? 
Lard! can your Humour like a Caper charm, 
Or Hamlet like a ſoft Piano warm; 
What's Cæſar's Death to a French Comic- Scene? 
Or what is Cats to a Harlequin ? 
Oh, the dear Thing! how prettily it trips, 
My little Heart leaps up when e'er he ſkips. 
Can ſolid Britiſb Senſe give no Delight? 
Fay to behold two Heroes ſtorm and fight : 


"Ei It 


SR .- 
— 


2 22 
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He. 


She. 


| She. 


- Toriſe in Merit juſtly by Degrees, 
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It may with Senſeleſs Engli/b Brutes go down; 


But we who'ave Senſe and Tafte are nicer grown: 
The Lralian Warrior from a treble Throat, 
Warbles out Anger in a thrilling Note: 


Oh! How I'm charm'd, to hear an angry oY 


Blufter and ſtorm, then — clear his Fw and 


Sing. 


. Hard Fate ! That in a Year dull Tones ſhould gain 


What we muſt toil for a whole Ape in vainn: 
Orpheus, who moy'd the Trees by force of Sound, 5 
Yet had not Pow r to raiſe five Thouſand Pound: 
Our beardleſs Songſter nobler Bliſs imparts ; 
Invades at once your Purſes and your Hearts. 
There Taught, a Manly Form the Fair bewitches, 


They've ta'en our Ds. eee ce 
Breeches: 


Whilſt pretty Maſters, Boys of ewes ey 
Noxious as Flies, ſtill buz about the Town, + 


With clean White Gloves, and Fans done 9580 in 
Curls; , 


In ſhort the Fair turn Then and all 0 our 8 


are Girls, 
Then blame not us if bold upon the stage; ; 
This is, you know, a very forward Age: 
But let us ſtill your kind Applauſes ſhare, 
And to deſerve the Boon ſhall be our Care; 


And tho' we're Eugliſb, yet we hope to pleaſe, 


F © Þ 
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To an HI rOSRITE who wiſ#d for a 
FRIEND. 5 


H Y, Mycon, doſt thou wiſh a Friend to ſee, 
When well you know a Friend you cannot be. 


& vw i www ow 
Ss . 


E H O LD the ſweet Flowers around, 
With all the bright Beauties they wear; 

Yet none on the Plain can be found, 

So Lovely as Celia is Fair; | 
Ye Warb'lers come raiſe your ſweet Throats, - 2 

Nor longer in Silence remain; 
O lend a fond Lover your Notes, 

To ſoften my Celia's Diſdain. 


3 


* 


To the LaD1Es of the SHAKESPEAR'S 
CLUE | 


I. 


\EL 74's bright Charms no more I'll chooſe, 
Nor for my 'Theme, the Feats of Men, 

Our Ladies Wit employs my Muſe, 

Oh! kind Apollb guide my Pen! 


: II. 
Our meaner Actions muſt expreſs | | 
Our ſhameful Folly, when *tis writ, 


* 


That Men this Age conſulted Preſs, 


While Ladies ſtudied Shakeſpear's Wit. 
III. 


Coxcombs ſhall liſten to the Stage, 


By you inſtructed, Wits commence, 


Ev'n Beaux your Beauty ſhall engage, 


To join the Banner of Good Senſe. 


A 
strive, Britons, ſtrive t improve the Mind; 
Make Wit, not Dreſs, employ your Care, 
Since nothing in this Age, you find, 
But it and Senſe can charm the Fair. 
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V. 
No more ſhall Merit's Paſſion fail, 
Since Beauty, Wit and Knowledge prize; 
Whoſe bright Example ſhall prevail, 
And make it Faſbion to be Wiſe. 


The 
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The- KIN G and the MILLER of 
MANSFIELD. 


A B LL 4-4 Du | 
To the Tune of, Thomas and Harry, &c. 


I. 


N c E Harry the Second, a hunting did go, 
Attended by many a Ribband and Beau, 
To Sher as large Foreſt, ſo pleaſant and fair; 


'The Seaſon was blooming ; delightful the Air ; 

The Stag was ſoon rous'd, and the Dogs in full Cry; 
The Nobles like Hinds o'er the Foreſt did fly ; 

All fond of the Sport, and on Pleaſure intent, 
Nor Hedge, Ditch, nor Buſh, cou'd their purpoſe prevent. 


IE. 


Till Night drawing onwards, to Reſt flew the Lark, 
And leit, with his Nobles, the King in the Dark; 
All whip'd and all ſpur'd, the broad Road-way to find, 
But the King, being tired, was ſoon left behind : 

To the Foreſt a Stranger, no Road he cou'd ſee, 
But blundering ran againſt many a Tree; 

And by this ſhort Story it plain will appear, 
His Majeſty cou'd not protect him from Fear. 


THE, 
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III. | 
At laſt a bold Miller call'd with a loud Voice, 
(Which made the King tremble, and allo rejoice) 
Whe's there? ſaid the Miller; a Friend, the King 
cry'd; 
I believe your a Thief, trait che Miller reply'd; ; 
Then anſwer'd the King, I'm a Gentleman good; 
Then prithee, Friend, * me gez out of the 
Wood; * | 
With the King out a Hunting I came - but to Day, 
And being benighted have loſt my right Way. 


IV. | 
The Miller came up with a Staff in his Hand, 
And bid him ſtand faſt at the Word of Command; 
Then told him, for all ſuch gay Cloaths he didgveas, 
He ſurely was come for to ſteal the King's Deer : 

The King with ſoft Words, did his Paſfion allay, 
And ſaid, he with Joy, wou'd his Pleaſure obey ; 
And if for that Night he wou'd give him relief, 
To-morrow ſhould ſhew him, he was not a Thief. 


V. 


| Theſe Words of the King's, did the Miller approve, 
And turn'd his rough Language to Temper and Love; 
Then faid, if by him he wou'd ſtoop to be led, 
He'd give him, that Night, both a Supper and Bed: 
The King with a Bow, did his offer repay 3 
So homeward, diſcourſing, they took the right Way: 
The King by his Talk did a Courtier appear, 
The Miller a Bumpkin, but Bold and Sincere. vr. 
VI. 
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VI. 


Thus talking they walk'd for an Hour or more, 


E'er they arriv'd at the Miller's poor Door; 


"The Miller firſt knock'd, while the King ſtood be- 


hind ; 
The Daughter ſoon came, and receiv'd him moſt kind: 
My Child, quoth the Miller, I've brought you a - 


Gueſt, 


A Courti I found in the Wood much diſtreſs'd ; 


A Bed and a Supper prepar'd let there be, 
For he ſhall this Evening make merry with me. 


VIE. 


The Daughter at this, did a Candle ſoon bring, 
So the Miller firſt enter'd, and after the King ; 
Where all things, tho” homely, were wholſome and 


a neat, 
Which#hew'd the good Dame, was a Houſewife com- 
pleat. 
The Family tight, in coirſe Garin array'd, 
And frugal Induſtry each Action diſplay d. , 


The Daughter was ſpinning ; the Wife did Bread mould; 


A Sight which poor Huſbands now ſeldom behold ! 


VIIT. 
On a clean wooden Chair, then the hg he ſat 
down, 

And never ſat eaſier when on his Throne, 
'Tho? one is all Rural, and t'sther's ſo bright; 
There's Tumult and Trouble, here's Peace and Delight; 
Tho' there he has Silver and Gold in his view, 
He here has kind Hearts, that are honeſt and true : 
The King in himſelf, did his Fortune deplore, 
That he never had met ſuch Companions before. 75 

: | ; IX. 
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IX. 


Fer ſcarcely an Hour in Chit-chat had run, 
Arriv'd from fine London, the Miller's bold Son . 
By their firſt tender meeting, the King ſoon did find 

A Son full of Duty, a Father moſt kind: 

Voung Richard on Harry did ſoon caſt his Eyes, 
Whoſe gaudy Apparel the Vouth did ſurprize, 
Which the Miller perceiving unto Richard preſs'd 
And told him how much that great Man was diſtreſs'd. 


X. 

By this time for Supper the Pudding was made, 
The Mutton was raaſted; the Trenchers were laid; 
The Knives were all elean'd; and each one had his 

Seat, f : 
And ev'ry brown Mug, with good Ale was replete ; 
The Miller firſt bleſs'd it, and then handed Bread; 
So all without Compliments, heartily fed. | 
What the Miller could purchaſe, he gave his good. 
Gueſt ; 2 
And a friendly, kind Welcome, compleated the Feaſt. 
Xt: | = 

When Supper was over, Diſcourſ@ſoon began; | 
A Story was told too by ev'ry good Man; 

The King his Misfortunes related that Night, 
(Misfortunes, when over, are Cauſe of Delight) 

The Miller ſome frolickſome Tale did rehearſe, 

Which he told much better than I can in Verſe: 

Young Richard's gay Story was now to come in; | 
They drank and were ſilent, and he did begin. Mr Es 
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XII. 
But here let us leave em, and turn to the Lords, | 


Whom Fortune nor Bed, nor a Supper affords ; 


In Darkneſs they wander'd, of Pleaſure bereft, ; 
Nor did they once think of the King that they left : 
Not one of em all but was ſtartled with Fear, 

And ev'ry ſmall Buſh did a Robber appear; 

To Sparks ſo well bred, who in Luxury roll'd, 


What Misfortune it was to be loſt in the Cold! 


XIII. 
As the Keepers around the wide Foreſt did ſteer, 
To guard from vile Robbers his Majeſty's Deer; 
On theſe Courtly Toupees they came unaware, | 
And cry'd they were Robbers, or what did they 
there ? 


Then faid, to the Miller's to-night they ſhou'd go, 


To-morrow a Juſtice the Villains ſhou'd know ; 


The Courtiers ſuch Uſage moſt patiently bore ; 


Were ever poor Courtiers miſtook ſo before 


XIV. 


But now to the Cottage, good Reader, take Wing, 
And hear what young Richard was telling the King : 
Quoth he, for ſome Years I have follow'd the 

—̃ > | | 
In hopes of a Place there, my Life to Support : 
Lord Lurewell has promis'd me day after day, 
But has fail'd for theſe ten Years his Promiſe to pay, 


But with ſuch groſs Trifler's I now will have done, 
Who promiſe a Thou/and and never ſerve One. 


XV 
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. | 
But, Sir, there's an Action which ſtill is behind, 

Unmanly, inhuman, moſt baſe, and unkind; _ 
This Lord who ſo falſe to his Promiſe did prove, 
Has with his baſe Flattery ruin d my Love, 
My Love, who to me, was much dearer than Life, 
And wou'd (but for him) before this been my Wife * 
And now with his Arts he has blaſted her Fame, 
He has left her to Sorrow, Diſhonour and Shame. 


XVI. 
The King, at this Story, felt Sorrow and Pain, 

And Reaſon his Paſſion cou'd hardly reſtrain; 

Nor did he once doubt but the Story was true 
And what, ſaid the King, do you purpoſe to do? 
Said Richard, why Sir, when the King I behold, 
To ſpeak to his Majeſty, I will make bold, 

And kneeling before him, my Anguiſh expreſs, 
And beg of his Honour to give me Redreſs. 


XVII. 
The King did approve it 
__ Grief 
He'd anſwer the King nord afford em Relief; 
While their Stories and Liquor were thus going round, + 
The Huntſmen appear'd with the Courtiers all bound ; 
Soon into the Chamber, the Lords they did bring, 
Who quickly, all Lncetiog: faluted the King! 
Moſt pleas'd ſeem'd Lord Lurewel! the King for to 
7 | | 
Tho' he was the firſt Man, that left him behind. 


XVITI- 


and faid for their 
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The Name of the e 2 the Daughter ang 
And the Miller ſtood trembbi ing ae 10 had Maes 3 


Which his Majeſty ſeeing did ſoon let em know, 


The Juſtice they wanted, he then wou'd beſtow, 


The King call'd Lord Lurewell and bid bim come 


5 near, ; 
Who knowing his Villainy trembled with Fear; j 
The King quickly told him all Richard had ſaid, 


And did with his Baſeneſs, his Lordſhip upbraid. 


XIX. „ 

The King faſt accus'd him - He forſwore as faſt 
But Witneſſes coming, his Lordſhip was caſt: 
Two Letters, the Girl, to the King did preſent, — 
Where Marriage was promis'd, e' er ſhe did Conſent —— P 


The King told his Lordſhip, it now was his Will, 
That what he had promis'd, he ſtreight ſhou'd fulfil ; 


To marry the Woman, and take off her Shame, 
Is what he ſhou'd do to recover his Fame. 


3 XX. 
The Girl, on her Knees, then his Majeſty bleſs'dt 
And beg'd that to Marrige ſhe might not be preſs'd, 
Since that to abuſe her, wou'd point him the Way, 
Which Lords quickly find (as the People do ſay) 
And many a Lady that ſhines with a Train, £4 
Wou'd change her fine Lord for an honeſt poor Swain : 


That Marriage is wretched, when Pow'r makes Bands, 
Love only ſhou'd guide us, to join the fond Hands. 


XXI. 


1 
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The King at the Woman's good Senſe was ſurpriz d, 
And th' ſhallow Lord's Baſeneſs as truly deſpis d, 
Then order'd him ſtrait, as his Wrath he did fear, 
To ſettle upon her five Hundred a Year : | 
His Lordſhip was forc'd to obey his Commands - 
The King gave her Richard; and j yu 'd their fond 

Hands: + 

And as to the Miller, who ſerv'd him ut Nicht, 
He gave him a Penſion, and made him a Ku 


To 


188 POEMS n ſeveral Occafons, 


C5 A "2 G I Pa Io K Þ 8 2 8 e A WJ, G "AY 2 
7 3 8 ” 3 
BS TRIER Jy - PZ, 
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To a Lavy: who was very free of her own 


Perſon ;, yet was always railing againſt 4 
Won an of the Town, 


HI LST you perſuade us you're t Virtue 
true, 

Yet all the while the Paths of Luft purſue , 
Beſides the Whore, you add the Vice of Lying too. 
All Cloe's Ways, the Wanton do expreſs, 
But you're a Harlot in a Veſtal's Dreſs ; 
To ſhrowd your Guilt, you rail, you pray, and read ; 
A preaching Harlot, is a Whore indeed! 

Che for Gold her Favours does impart, ; 
But you, only to pleaſe your Wanton part. 
A Drab in Per/on, and a Whore in Heart. 


Wrote 
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MWrote upon the Act of SP AD x5. : 
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HG. G 


NIS I am lov'd and honour'd by the Fair; 
Their darling Pleaſure, and their greateſt Care? 
For me their raptur'd Boſoms joyous riſe, 
While the poor Lover by their coldneſs dies; 
Touch but your Lovers as you handle me, 
The coldeſt; ſure wou'd die with Extaſy : 
But I, unknowing in the Art to pleaſe, 
Am ſenſeleſs when I tickle you, or teaze : 
To pleaſe you all I cannot underſtand, 
Nor can I be inev'ry Ladies Hand; 
And thoſe who uſe me, are ſo fond of Pelf, 
That ev'ry one wou'd have me to her ſelf! 
Who wish the Ladies, has ſo good a Place ? 


Who, like my ſelf, is always in their Grace? 
Or what can charm em like the dear hack Ace? 
Can Courtly Belles, and City Dames allure, 

For Spleen and Vapours, I'm the conſtant Cure; 
Whas Joy I feel, (E/ium of Delight!) 

When roſy Fingers preſs me All the Night ; 

Or when ſome Fair-one dothmy Charms embrace, 
And breaths Ambroſia in my dirty Face. 


Nor 
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Nor do I ever wiſh they wou d deſiſt, 
Unleſs when priſon'd in a Matron's Fiſt: t 


Cou'd I the Station which I /ike Command, 
F'd live and die in Celia lilly Hand. 
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Y virtuous Principles to fire the Heart, 


" 280 


To charm with Senſe, and moralize with Art; 


The Muſe firſt grac'd the old Athenian Stage, 
And by Examples warn'd a vicious Age; 


Thence form'd, and thence inſpir d, her Heroes grew | 


To be the Characters her Poets drew. 


Rome, caught each Art, her Mother, Greece, had 


 ſhewn; 
Improv'd, and by that Glory, form'd . her own. 
While Scipio taught em to ſubdue Mankind, 
Terence, to Vi irtue form'd the Heroe's Mind. 


Britain, has long the Stage's Uk conſeſod, 
Here taught to Pity, and to aid th Oppreſs d. 
When good Eliza rul'd, a Shateſpear roſe, 
Who knew all Nature's Secrets to diſcloſe : 

To blend true Wit with Virtue moſt on 
To uh mind, and laſh aſpiring Vice: 
The Poet, and the Hero, join'd in Thought; 
And Addiſon but wrote, whilſt Mar/bro' fought. 


Fir'd with this View, we makg one more Ey: 


And Grateful, this our Annual Tribute pay. 
As you've indulg'd us, ſtill that Grace preſerve, 
No one adopts a Child, to let it ſtarve. 
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As fam'd Abroad for Honour, Wealth, and Arts; 
At Home, let ſocial Mirth inſpire your Hearts: _ 


Virtue and Wit in their Meridian ſhine, 


Practis d and Patroniz d by CaroLine, . 


Whilſt every Science, does to you Refort, _ 
And make the City as polite as Court. 


Let Works of Genius riſe beneath your Smile, 


And Knowledge grow the Commerce of the Jie. 
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On 
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N N 


On the Death of ar MILLS: 


T HEN Merit falls, the World in general Tears” 
Deplores its Loſsy its Memory reveres; 
Sacred to endleſs Time, O M1Lis be thine! 
Light lye thy Daß! and Honours wait thy S/ rie 
From Him, the Partial World ſhall Candour learn, 
And folia Worth in any Shape diſcern; | 
Meanly they cenſure, who thro? trantic Rage, a 
Would baniſh Virtue wholly from the Stage; 5 
That there it Hines let his Example ſhew, | 
Juſt to all Parties, to no Sect a Foe; 
Free, Social, Honeſt, Pious without Pride, \ 
Heliv'd unblam's, by all lamented died. 
Illuſtrious Shade! do thou our Souls inſpire, 
Infaſe thy Truth, ſpread round thy Genial Fire, 
Paſtrudg correct, and warm each gen'rous Mind, 
To gain like the, the Plaudit of Mankind. 
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OE can diſturb the ſteady Soul) 
Love can Philoſophy controul 1 
What Pow'r can guard it frem the Heart: 
Or, what can ſooth its painful Smart? 1 
Cupid in Venom dips his Dart. 
All Ills are curable but Love, | 
No Med' cine can that Grief remove, 
No Probe can reach the wounded Part, 
Nor heal the Anguiſh of the Heart, 
Reaſon in vain to cure it tries; 
Reaſon, triumphant Love defies, 
I with Content my Chains will wear, 
PI! truſt the kindneſs of the Fair, 
And never of my Victor's Love deſpair. 
With Patience I'll her Bounty wait; 
'F Perhaps, ſhe'll ſoften yet my Fate! . 
'F And tho' 'tis late, prove kind at laſt, 
q And make Amends for Sorrows paſt. 
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Made by a La Y who ran atbcy from a 
NUNN E R T. ray 


To the Tune of, What he Tam a Country Laſs, &c. 
a 


T. 


HO! late I was a, Nun moſt pure, 4 
Ino am alter d quite-a; | 

A Cloyſter I'll no more:endure;”>.* - - _ 
Nor ſay my Prayers i 7th? Nighta : 

In warmer Wq#k the Hours I'll ſpend, 
Nor to a Prieſt give Ear-a, FA 15 . 

Tho' to Religion ſome 8 W 
A young Gallo s dearer, 


II. 


My Cloaths were once of Linnen clean; 
now they're Silk moſt Gay-a ; 
For ſince the courtly Dames I've ſeen, 
Ill be as fine as they are: 
Old Father Girard. I'll deſpiſe, 
Nor to their Rules incline a; 
Jil love but thoſe, who ſay my Eyes, 
The riſing Sun out-ſhine-a. 


K 2 III. 
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III. 


To Church, alas mM never — 
or at O Eneel- a; 
at the Play, Tl hear ſome-Bes a 
is tender Paſſion tell-a : | | ' 
Since Maids ſuch Pleaſures here partake, 

Who wou'd be then confin'd-a, 


I do not doubt but time will make | 


Each Veſtal of my Mind-a. 
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The FEMALE SAINT. ; 


On à beautiful young QUAKE R 4 
Preacher. 


R OM the remoteſt Banks of Northern Tay; a 
Or, where Taveed's Streams, in imooth Meanders 
ftray; 
A Female Champion for the Truth I come, 
Drove by the Spirit from my native Home. 


Of all the Female Members; 'tis moſt hard, 
From uſe of 'Tongue alone to be debar'd ; 
Ye grant us Charms, inward, and outward Light 5 
And, that to Kiſs in Unity —— is right ; ; 
And ſure no Part doth more to us belong, 
Than that poor harmleſs Particle the Tongue. 


Were Nomen in your Houſe allow'd to ſpeak, 

The o'er-throng” d Seats, and Benches ſoon would 
break : 

Each Maiden wou'd her Natal Gifts improve, 

(For Tongue and Spirit wou'd for ever Move) 

Your Belles cloath'd in white Goaun, and neat Straw 
: ants, 2 25:5! | 

To holding forth, would change their idle Chat: | 

| K. 3 | For 
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I fay 
And Grace, and Zeal ſo mightily abound 
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For Difputation ſhew themſelves moſt able, 


And make the Steeple Houſe a meer Tea-tablt. 


"Por: Oh . when Pride and Vanity inſulin, 
What Tranſports do the Female Spenker fire; 
Her outward Woman ſhining, neat, and clean ; 
With Coif cloſe-pinch'd, black . rand Apron 

green: 
{Tho' we ſhou'd not to flcſhly Thoughts give room, 
But the Glaſs tells me, I the Dreſs become} 
to ſee the youthful Friends ſurround, 


By Hums, and loud ton d Hab', from every Breaſt, | 
Religion's Pow'r, and mine are both confolt. | 


Grave broad-brimm'd. Pars 14s looks and ſmiles 3 
His outward Man, his inward Grace defiles ; 
While ſmooth Beau Na rRAx Rilling Glances throws, 
(For een among th* Enlighten'd there are Beaux 3 bag 
Some, who devoid of either Light or Grace, 
Will wear a Button and deſcend to Lace, 
Who uſe no formal Words, no grave ſet Speech; 
But theſe Beau-Brethren ſeldom pray or teach.) 
The Fl: o'er-comes, no more the Truth he heeds, 
A Son of Babel, prone to vicious Deeds ; 
Th' unrighteous Spirit ſtirs him up to Sin; 
Behold it, riſe | yea, riſes up within 
The Flod-gates of his Virtue are o'erthrown, 
And Vice in a huge Torrent ruſhes down, 
At home, then mong the Maidens he doth ſtray, 
And jumps, and friſks it like a Lamb at play. | 


Nor 
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— 


Nor think that we She-Saints no Motions have, 
"dl e If Mei incline, 0d OTE 
F And in ſtrit bands of Unity conjoin ; 
Vet if deþarr'd from ſhewing dur Eſteem, 0 
Spite of the Spirit Wen can Dazami 
1047 ider u ag i nt 
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; "LADY. mn 


ND muſt Derinda, beautiful and fair, 
A Sigh out her Life beneath old Thenot's Care? 

Muſt ſhe gape, loll, and waſte the Hours alone, 
And taſte no Joys, cauſe he can think of none? 
With him confn'd, at Whiſk or Cribbige play, 
And in dull Stories, waſte the tedious Day? 
While for a Form, that might inchant a God, 
I like Ixion graſp an empty Cloud; 
Bebar'd the Sight of the all- charming Prize, 
With vain IIIufions I-deceive my Eyes: 
Or v=inly figh for the kind harmlels Fair, 
Who innocent of Love, and Cutid's Snare, 
Thinks not, how much for her, my Paſſion glows ; 
Nor how I love, nor how I languiſh knows. 

On! Venus, and ye Gods propitious prove, 
Nor let, or Bare, or Bolts, retard my Love; 
With gentPeſt Wiſhes all her Soul inſpire, 
And every Moment fan the amorous Fire, 
In ſofteſt Whiſpers breatk it in her Ear, 
Or in kind Zephyrs, waft my Image near; 


'Till 


4 
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And thou, Oh ! Thenet aid my gen'rous Flame. 
For which een Love is a degrading Name; 
Nor longer like a Cloud, obſcure the Sun, 3 
Which now to its Meridian Luſtre's grown, H 
But let her ſhew the Rays by Heaven inſpir'd, | 
While all her Beauty own, with Tranſport fir'd, 
By Wpmen envy'd, and by Men admir'd! 
Yet if you {till perfiſt in needleſs Fear, 
To keep the Nymph from Ogle and from Leer. 
Take her to Church, by Jowe, I'll fee her theres 
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A Pander EPISTLE: 


From a young 1 to bis Farenn 


n the Country. 


Dzarx Tou, 


E E R minding that the Weather, 
Here blends both Day and Night together, 


1 have ſpar'd an Hour to write to you, 


To tell, I'm not in quo Statu ; 

L us'd to write a gentle Theme, 

Or, o'er old Homer fondly dream, 

Now, thank kind Heay'n, Fram kuck Fm free 3; 


Let Birch, and Bayes ſfill wait on thee ; 


No more FH ſweat at crabbed Rules, 
To imitate dull Grecian Fools; 

Thoſe ug/-things — that knew not how: 
To lead a Dance, or make . 


But now well yers'd in all the Flaws, 
I know the Force of Bg Laws; 


Can bring you off, quite clear and quit. 


Tho” you a deſp'rate Rape commu 3 


Secure 
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Secure within our ſelves we lire, 9 
At nothing e' er repine, or grieve, . 
For we are always ſure to thrive ;- 85 
Let State Affairs go how they will, 

So there be Knaves and Bhctbeadi ſtill. 


Then Jom, ne ber wa what Father ſays, 
But now conſult your future Eaſe ; 2 
And be no Parſen: Leave the Church, 
And all their Doctrine in the Lurch; 

Turn Lawyer, or elſe Phyſick Qiack; 

And find ſonie Med'cine for the Back ; 
Then may we both our Frailties mother, 
And mutually aſſiſt each other, 
In all impending diſmal Shocks, - : 
J in the Law, and you —— N | 
How happy, then, we'd live in Town, - 
Thus firm, and thus united grown 
Let the old Folks for Pende turmoil, N 
And ſpend their daily Breath in toil ; 8A 
But we while youthful Blood be beats high, | 
Shou'd to more noble Pleaſures fly ; 

For whilſt you're feeding of your Duck: 
Or read old Homer, with fad Looks. 4 
Or riſe by Five to courſe the Hare, 3 
Or make ſome Dairy - Maid your Care 
Who can with clouted Cream content ye, te 
Or Butter-milk, of which ſhe as plenty; 


| Sk 
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Does to a looſe grant my Deſire. 


And In rence from Proviſo draw; 


. 


Lat a Ball, or Maſcuersde m.. 
Single ſome lovely tempting Maid; 5 4 8 932 : A 
Who, when the heats of Wine inſpire, f ; WS 5 
AtdlPancing fans the am Tous Fire, OY + | 


But to be ſhort, eee 
A Lawyer, and come up to me 3. logs: 


Which to entice, | Pl tell you how 4 J — 
I ſpend my Days, and what I do: | | 
Imprimis, then at Tavelve 1. 15 11 
And ſcratch my Head, and rub my b, + pal tur . 
No dull fantaſtick Prayers I fay, - / ' + + 444 
As I was us'd to twice /aday's + Mane Und 
But gently ſitting d owa, 1 loll, Get mr ile 2) 
And breakfaſt, humming Tol de rol; 1 1 


Then, to be thought a Wit profound, . 
I ſtrew ſome Pamphlets on the Greujſddg 
Talk to my ſelf of Pinks and Eilli mg, 
And make a Song on pretty Philliii 22??? 
But tir d of that, I ſtudy Las. 


When every thing I meet Utenſil, * LE . 
I ftreight marked down with Black lead Pencil. 5 


But then, perhaps, into my Room, 
Doth ſome briſk, youthful Widow come. 


With good five Guineas, golden Fee, "4 ? 


And ſays, I ſhall her Counfel be; 
Then down again we fit to Tea: 


4: | 
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Where yawning finely at my Eaſe, | 
I talk of Love, take Snuff, and ſneeze ; 
Give hints, and tender Inuendo, 1 | 
That I wou'd' do as other Men do; 8 
But then ſhe titters, laughs, and leers, 
Unfurls her Fan, and at me jeers ; | 
Thus for half Hour we ſit and chat, | 
Talk who, and who, and this, and that 5 
"Till ſhe (oblig'd to dine in City) © Po 
Takes Leave, with Apologue ſo witty ; . 
"Twou'd make a dumb Man ſpeak, to n 
Or blind Man twinkle at the Leerer: 
Then left alone, I en my Teeth, . 
And chew Tobacco for my Breath, - 
Then ranſack Novels, and the * 
To find out gentle Billet. dbux 
With whi@'I ſend my Ak to. range,” 
And ſo away to'Temple Change, 
Where (dev'liſh Cropfick} at the Bar, 
J give my. deareſt Gul-a glare, 
And aſk for Ratafia, or Citron, 
Hemming and hawking like a Bittern : 
Then home again, where with fine Dreſs, 
I make amends for Uglines , 
Then ſeconding my Man, I go, ' 
And fore the Ladies, Dang rover 
But this, Dear Tom,” yl underſtand, 
Is when J have no Bank in hand; 
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But when my Pockets me enable, 


Pe . 
* E ? 
139 8 $*% 4 
5 Fi 4 , "gout - : ; 4 by ; ' 


I'm ever at the Hazard Table; 


, . : 75 0 
Where Fingers light are much in Fa avour, Ms 
And ne'er to win is good. Behaviour; Fi 

1 * 1 


But *tis both idle; and in vain, peed! 8 
To talk of what we can't-attain, gx wa! An 
And I juſt now having no Money, ; Mel 102! 
Wil quit this Thought, with Leave, = hay . r 


Then, ſometimes when the Weathers ane, 
At Chelſea, or aaa dine; bs em ly” 
Where gentle Citizens, good Ladies, yt nM bold 10 
Whoſe Huſbands have nd Tullla-baBibs, OR TN £19 ] 


Will give good priee for haſty Fellow,” 1 


And drink mics 104d OO Mow. - 


Thus in Vacation, IT employ; | * | AN 
My Hours; and youthful Days in Joys 
But when by welconte ſound of Horn.. 
In Triumph to the Hall we're born 1 47 
I then purſue my Buſineſs cloſe , 
And at both Halls no Time I looſe: * - | £1 


Then, after Dinner take a Walk 


Both to pick, clean my Teeth, and tallc, 
And ſometimes ſteer into the City, 20. no, nad 
To laugh at Cuckolds, and joo wWitit y,. „ bak 
And ſteal with Merchant's. Wiſe uway yr 


At Six to ſee ſome Comitck-play, + | = 14 „ 1 


a 


= 
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Where we our vein of Satyr feed, i 
And Characters at Pleaſure bleed; e 
Or elſe when H-—c keeps ws late, | > 
By point of Law, aud ftrong Debate; 

From We/tminfter we ſtreightway come, 

And fit entrench'd at Cheſs at home; 

But, Oh! dear Tor, when Night draws =, 
(Night, better far than Day, in Town) 

How ſhall I tell the wond'rous Joy 

Which none but happy Lawyer know; 

'Tis then, my Friend, and only then, 
We're happier far than Gods, or Men: 
At Six (if Winter] forth we fall 
From Chambers to ſome private Alley ; ß 
Where armed well with Oaken Towels, 

We break the Lampsj/ar burn their Bowels, 
Then ſmaſh the Windows all along 
And loudly fing ſome hawdy Song 11 


Then drop into St. D=—o's Church, | to #1 hid 
And pick a Went eqns moock, . | 152bs 1 207 
Whom we at D—{$avern meet, 4 4. 


And bilk the. Jade of Fee and Treaty 634-5 
Then next it Php our . bh. cichay'd 
Affront both Bawdy and Whore, and Cully + |, 
Whence back we ſteer ante the R ¾ 
And fit all Night to drinie and doſe. 


But there are Joy ill beer für, ge 
Then mark, how fotr & we wage War 3 of 
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At courtly Maſquerade, or Ball, 

On hungry. Dutcheſs, freight we fall; 

Or on ſome Counteſs clap our Claws, / 

And teach her force, and ſtrength of Laws : 
Or at Ridotto ſpend the Night, 

In filent Joy, and maſk'd Delight ; 

And with dumb Signs, and penſive Moan, 
Single ſome Female, to hunt down, 

Vl With whom, to Tavern we retire, 4 
And quench in Love our am'rous Fire: 


Or when we want both Com and Wit, 
In Chambers, Studying we fit, 
And o'er ſome recent Volume drone, 
For we buy all Books, tho” read none. 


—— - ” — — 
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Pleaſure ſtill wears our Hours away, 

But thou wilt ſay, — What ſpend thy Life 
And talk of Joys, without a Wife? 

Alas! dear Tom, you court the Geer, 

But we are no ſuch Coxcombs here, 


— — = ; 
P ̃ A . En, =S 


If My Houſhold Stuff, and all my Lumber,” 
14 Contained are in one ſmall Chamber; 
| Six Chairs, a Deſk; an old Ink-ſtand, 


With Cloſeſtool always near at hand ; 
(An earthen Candleſtick, and Glaſs, 
Where I ſtick Paper for my A 
Quils, — Penknife — Paper and a Bed — 
A Tea-ſtand — Cups — and Scane of Thread; 


1 
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A Table upon which dine, 100 EG 
(Which once held lovely Bacon Chin) Sd 
An Earthen Platter for Grey-peas, Fs S 
And like wiſe an old Pot for . Et Pat 1 
A Preſs for Cloaths, and eke for Books; 
A large Cafe Knife, but that's the Coo#'s, 
And "ſtead of Wife, I have a Girl, 
Whoſe Hair does like a Lilly curl; 
A lovely ſoft enchanting Creature, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry Gift of Nature, 
Who kindly recreates my Fancy v 
Each Night; her Name is Nancy. 


Contented take what Heaven does dive 3 

To- day we're worth a { Thouſand Song 

To- morrow not a Greet is found; I 
Thus Ogling, Whoring; Gaming, Drinking, 4 
We baniſh all dull ſtoick Thinking: 

Tis true, to Study Law I'm bred, 

But little Lav will turn my Head, 

And make me Chancellor, or Judge, 

Who now on Foot by Mhiteball trudge. 


But, Tom, tis Time to make an End, 
Hoping theſe Lines you will commend, 
And Service give to Couſins all, 

Both which you, Firſt, and Second call ; 
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And Duty too, to Dad and Motheeerrr. 
With Love to Siſter, and to Brother. 


f Dear Tou, e n 
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8 rorus ii bee ole. ary 


HORACE: Boox I. 
OD E I. Imitated. 
To a FRIEND with ſome Poetical Piece 


EAR Fack, of anchint Rites the "_ 
Which with the Norman, firſt begun, 
To whom the Criticks Wreaths belong, "IND 
Attend, peruſe, and aid my Songs 
Some thro the City love to roll, 
And in their Chariots proudly loll, 
And make it all their Thought and Care, 
To ſhun the dunning Mercer's Snare: 
Some by a careleſs Air and Mien, 
With long black Hair, and Habit plain 
T*amuſe the Vulgar wholly aim, 
And fain important Men would ſeem ; 
And if the Crowd with wonder gaze, 
Nought can their Fancies better pleaſe. 
The Ruſticks, pleaſed in Barns well ſtor d 3 
Feeds heartieſt at his homely Board, 
Nor all the Diſhes of the Sea, 
Can from his Peas draw him away. 
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The Merchant ſeeks Seas moſt unknown, 
Ang of its. Riches, ſpoils each Zone: 
He values not the dire Event, 
If the rough Rocks his Veſſel rent: 
Perhaps, he'll praiſe the Country Scene, | 
But puts his Ship to Sea again: 
This Thought ſtill blows the Danger o'er, 
That Men are better dead than poor. 

Some honeſt jovial toping Fellows 
Will drink, till ſwell'd like Vulcan's Bellows 3 


Will fot all Night and fleep all Day, 


80 drink and ſnore their Lives away z 
Or on ſome Bulk the Cold endure, 8 „ ; 
Or in a Kennel reſt ſecure. * | 


Some fooliſh Curs delight in War, 
And all their Talk is Sword and Spear 3 
While round his Neck poor Jenny clings, 5 
And begs he'd quit ſuch dreadful Things ; 
And Mother ſeconds her Attempt, _ 
And both in Tears give Paſſion vent: 


The Fool, ſtill worſe by Red-coat made, 
Will not be rul'd when they perſuade, 


But ſtruts, and ſhews his huge Cockade. 
Hunters o'er the Foreſt roam, 

And make their fery Courſers foam, 

While Spouſe neglected, fighs at home; 

Trifles o'er Coffee with a Friend, 

Or Billets to her Spark doth ſend. 


1 
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Thus all have Follies, and I. have mine; 
- I muſt, forſooth, pretend to Rhime : 
Curſe on the Stars (if the could do it) 

That made me want to be a Poet ; 


But fince *tis done, all that I beg. 


Is that you'd lend theſe Lines a Leg 
To mount the craggy rock of Fame, 
And mong'ſt the Muſes write my Name. 


— — 
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On THOUGH T: 
A RRHATSs O PDV. 


In an EpIsTLE to FRIEND. 


HETHER my Vario doth thy Fancy tend, 
How to Life's Buſineſs do thy Studies bend ? 
Learn thou from me, be cautious how you chooſe, 

In Life the hardeſt Task is to refuſe; 

Joy ſeems to court, Cares in the midſt abound, - 

And Pleaſure only gilds the Circle round, 

For idle Joys ſubſtantial Blifs we fly, 

And torture Reaſon,” to enchant the Eye ; 

Children in Buſineſs, and in Pleaſure Fools; 

The Wiſe are Tyrants, and the Weak ate Tools, 


From Childhoods, farting till the Race is done, 


Tho' different are the Paths, the Goals, but one, 
And hence the firſt great fault of Life we find 
The univerſal failing of Mankind? 

All wou'd in happineſs fix their Abode, 


And hope che end, regardleſs of the Road. 


That Inmate, Thought, firſt to Subjection bring, 
That rules thy Wagds, and is each Action's Spring, 
Which 


14 | 
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Which like the unbroken Racer tears away, 
Nor heeds the Rein, nor will the Curb obey ; © 
Leaps, neighs, rnd Coane" from the ect 
Courſe, Hoſe 
But (rightly med} prove the net Fore 


Hapleſs the Man, whoſe grand eee Tae 
With diff rent Images too richly's fraught, 
When iſ a freſh Idea he purſues, | 


He ſtreight is croſs'd with multitude of Views, 
Which croudim in at once confound him quite; 
As various Lights perplex and cloud the Sight. 


« 'Tis true Vamiety doth pleaſing prove, 
„And Thought at leaft hath liberty to rove ; | 
Nor ſhould a lively Spirit be deny d“ 
But ſtill Connection muſt that Spirit guide, * 
Elſe ſhould we fly tb incoherent Things, 


Call Mauch Poor, ne Beggars Rings, 


; 
wit 112 33: 


But all the vine Race, or more, ar le, : 
Cauſe their own Grief, then loudly — | | 
Charm'd with a falſe Appearance of the right, 

Their mimick Fancy but deceives their Sight; 
Fir'd at the gay Phantom's glaring view, BE 
Blind and unthinking, they _ We ons. 


If Peace and DQuietneſe they aim 9 attain, _— 
Then Indolence (they cry) creates them Pain, 
And if at Grandeur they direct their flight. 
Fatigue wears out the Day, and Care the Night ; 
Studying to fy, but brings the Anguiſh zear,, _ 
And Care to avoid, doth but protang © our Care. * 


Ss P OEMS on hem on. 
The ES Genin Finger ave of Ute | 
And knows for its own Int'reſt-how.to 8 
May judge diſcreet, perhaps, in ſome Affairs, 
Yet know not how to rule, or name the Stars. 


Let each one try what fits his Judgment beſt, 
And on that Touchſtone only ſtand the teſt; 
No Diſcords then in his Deſigns will ur, 
But all will eaſy be, all ſmooth and fair; 
If then Variety his Thoughts invite, 
Vet ſtill Coherence will thoſe Thoughts unite. 


Each Race of Men a different Track purſucc 
And ev'ry Age produces · ſomething New. . 
For all have Liberty to form new Schemes, 
If Reaſon dickates, and not fey'riſh Dreams: | 
The Sons grown proud, their Father's Wit deſpiſe, 
And think their own Productions far more wiſe z  _ 
But all Things yeild to Death, c'en fickle 5 0 
In that alone is to a Centre broug lt: 
There reſts the buſy long projected Scheme, 9 
The Solid Fudgment and the Airy Dream. | | 
For after Death Thought more refin'd doth grow, 

And forms our Haw x above, or = ne 


Spirits are e form'd like the unbodied Al 
Free, fickle, vague, moſt ſubtle and moſt clear; 
Not to be ſeen by the moſt piercing Sight, 

And ſwifter than the quickeſt glance of Light: 
Say then, ye Sages, can groſs Fire ſeize 
Such ſubtle Forms, ſuch airy Shapes as theſe ? 


z 
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But ceaſe A Our future wh and Paiks,” 
Such bold Deſcriptions ſuit not thy weak e 3 


To Themes ſuperior, lofty Thoughts belong, 17 
To Er Life do thou direct thy Song. 


Howe'er r thou? rt plac'd, wiſh not to WO thy State 
But yield ſubmiſſive to all- ruling Fate; 
Nor at thy Lot ungratefully repine, 
Or think another's happier than thine; 
For too, too oft we propagate our Pain, _ 
And tho we're bleſs'd, till caufleſsly complain. 


| The Courtier thus, tir'd with exceſs of Care, 
7% "Thinks that the Ptaſant, Life is happier far, 

Whilſt the poor Wretch, fatigued by daily Toils, 
With Thoughts of Grandeur a!l his Care beguiles : 
Miſtaken Men! If you'd be happy here, 

Adapt each Thought unto its proper Sphere! 
Think how-ridiculous tou d look, to fee  - 

A Boor in State, or Cauttier fell a Tree; . 
N And 'tis the ſame (tho? more from view confin'd) . 

j Within the great Metrop'tis of the Mind. 5 


From: Thought each buſy Paſſion takes its ſource, 
And from that Spring directs its winding Courſe, 
While Nature does an open Way prepare, yak 
And forms to Grief, Joy, Hope, or fell Deſpair z | 
Streight in the furious whirle, the Soul 1 is toſt, 

And al the Man is i in the Pa/fon loft 2 i 

But in a / fer Nature placed, doth ceaſe 
That ſudden Pow'r, and * ſues for Peace; 
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Or gives a glancing Flaſh, and then is o'er, 
Damps i its weak Flame, and blazes forth rey 


> wa 


In ſerious Tempers it to Malice tur, 
Whilſt with Revenge the Hot impatient burns; : 
The Weak with watry Grief bedews his Eyes, 
And the Deceitful to falſe kindneſs flies. 


Yet Paſſion ſtill to every Movement draws, —— -_ | 
How various are the Effecłs from the ſame Cauſe # 
So the ſame Scions different Fruits produce, 
When join'd to ſeveral Srocks of different Juice. 


Aim not at Things above the reach of Man, 
Nor graſp at Beings, which you cannot ſpan,; 
But if Ambition wing thy tow'ring flight, | ,. 
Firſt mark the Cauſe and ſee thy Aim be right; 
Truſt not Report, but judge in thy own Mind 
The 4#ions (not the Words) of all Mankind; 
Let not a fawning Wretch deceive thy * 
Nor on a giddy Libertine rely ; 

But to thy ſelf alone wiſely reflect, 
And in his proper Colours each depict. 


If your bold Thought forms ſome Deſign that's new, 
Urge ſtill the Point and keep it ſtill in view; 
With Warmth proceed as you at firſt begun, J 
Nor faintly cringing wiſh the Affair was done 
New Notions claim not only Heat, but Vratb, 
Cauſe few Men love to quit the beaten Path; 
And at the beſt they're but an empty Fame, 


No ſolid * tho . 6 N ame; 
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Which 
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Which ſeldom brings the Profit you expend, _ 
And oft times proye a Ruin in the End. A 


How much. mere right is he whoſe humble Mind, 
Keeps all its Fancies to himſelf confin'd, „ 


Content by juſt Degrees ſlowly to riſe, | 
That he at laſt may ſnatch the glorious Prixe, 


But you (if you'd attain your wiſh'd-for End). 
Each Stages different movement muſt attend; 
Gay Trifles do delight a childiſh Mind, 
Hot-headed Youth abhors to be confin'd, | 
Loves Pleaſure, Mirth and Sports, and all his Care ; ; 
Is to ſeem lovely to ſome charming Fair ; 
The A4g'd with cauſeleſs Grieſs torments himſelf, 
And can be charm'd with, nothing but his pelf; 
Surly moroſe, diſtemper'd, and aghaſt, 
Scorning the preſent Age, raiſes the paſt. 


Things ſeen, make more impreſſion on the Soul, 
Than thoſe which down the tide of Fancy roul ; 
Nor can the ſtrongeſt 7 bought give ſuch a light 
To Images, as we receive by Sight; 25 
We may conceive the Streets o'erflow*d with Gore, 
But ſtill the Sigyt would make us tremble more; 
Elſe when the Hand at dreadful Murder points, 
Why ſhrinks the Soul, and trembling ſeize the Joints ? 
When if the ſame, a fancied Right purſue, _ 
In War, with calmneſs they the Scene review 3 ; 
"Tis Thought when eas d, direQs the Subject N ll, 
For in both Stations, "tis the ſame to K 


"is Some 
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Some, to ſeem 'Fhoughtful, ever pore dn Books, 

And think Judgment and Wit conſiſt in ſulſem Looks; 

With theſe Moroſeneſs paſſes for deep Thoughe, 

And thoſe who are not dirty good for nought: 

Oh! my unhappy Tate! If I'd not purg'd this Seen 

I ſhould ; as thoughtful as the beſt have been. 


He 1 can judge right, who juſtly knows 

What Duty to all ranks of Men he owes ; 

How far his Country may his Service claim, 
What unto Friends are due, and what to Fame : 
What Marks a prudent Senator declare, 

And how of ſecret Foes he may beware; 
Who from Examples all his Judgment draws, 
Nor cenſures any but by frifeft Laws; 
Tho' oft in leſſer Genius's we find, 
Some Thoughts more juſt than in a riper Mind. 


Rome had a Genius, Ry was Valiant too, 
Sublime in Glory, as in Arts ſhe grew, 
For Glory, Conqueſt, and eternal Fame, 
Was the main Spring of her ambitious Aimz - 
But Briti/h Youth, by baſer Motives fir'd, - 
Are only with a vicious Tafte inſpir'd, 
To lewd Delights they all their Study bend, 
And the worlt Libertine gains moſt his End. 


Can Souls to Vice devoted from their Birth, 
Be able to bring generous Actions forth? 
But he acts neareſt to attain the Right, 
Who ſolid Profit joins with gay Delight ; 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Precepts ſhort and eaſy, can convey 1 
The nobleſt Rules, an in the cleareſt Way 3 
Who not the dozing, tired Senſe e regales, 


With empty Notions, and long fuſlian Tales; 

But charms to Study, and by ſoft acceſs 

Makes Virtue greater, and our Vices 'efs. _ | 
Thee are the Men, who thro” the World attam, 3 
A tacit Rev'rence, and unbounded Reign: 


In long Projections, Faults oft will prevail, 
And the moſt cunning Schemes will ſometimes fails 
Bit he's too ſcrupulous, and vainly nice, 


Who for one Spot, doth the whole Work deſpiſe. - 


Thoughts are like Paintings when too nearly ſeen, 
They're rough, but at a diſtance look more plain; k 
In a wrong Light beheld, the harſh rough Strokes 
Affright the Unſkillful with their glaring Looks; 

But when they're ſeen in their own native View, +2880 
They grow refin'd, and are no longer fo. 5 


„ 


Some can with eaſe, the heights of Science gain, 
Whilſt others Drudge for Fame, and ſoar in vain ; 
Tavoid the Shame of one, the others Pride, 

By a juſt Mein do thou th' Ambition guide; 
So wilt thou from each anxious Care be free, 
And all will ſtrive to Fudge and Think like thee. 


Thoſe who're unſkilPd in Var, when Armies join, 
Chooſe quiet, and the bloody Taſk decline: 
The Mariner abſtains from Arts polite, > 
And thoſe who cannot Fence, dare not to Fight : 


1 But 
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But each pretends he has his ſhare of Thought, | 
And none will hold their Wit, or Judgment naught 3 
The Rich aſſume a Power o'er the reſt, 

And *cauſe their Wealth is moſt, their ConduQ's beſt; z. 


But they muſt be by narrow. Views confin'd, 
Who fancy Wealth can form a prudent Mind. 


Firſt, weigh the Thought, nor let it ſlip your Tongue, 
Till you've determin'd if tis right or wrong; 
Firſt ſearch the Motive then its Aim deſcry, 
Door fondly proud, diſdain thy Wit to try; 
For Thought is from the buſieſt Eyes conceal d. 
But W7; ords once paſt, can never be repeal'd. | 


07 


Talk not too much, leſt with the dizzy Sound, 
Your Senſe grows Shallow, and you run a-ground ; ; 
For ail Mankind receives this certain Rule, 5 
That too much Talk ever betrays a Fool; | 
Vho oft with ſome ſtale Fable will go on, 1 
Vchen all their Hearers wiſh they wou'd have done: 

Thus Milo, charm'd with his own fancied Wit, 

Alone will tal, while others ſilent ſit; 

Nay, if by chance, ſomething that's ſmart he ſays, 

He cannot ſtay to hear e'en his own Praiſe 

But we have Millions of ſuch talking Apes, 

Who ſtill infeſt us in a thouſand Shapes: 

Ye Gods! that it were poſſible to frame z 
Some Mirrour that might ſhew theſe Boobies ſname; 
Or (if Thought deigns to grace ſuch ſenſeleſs Elves) 
Aught that might turn thoſe Thoughts upon themſelves. 


Nat 


1 
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Not ſo 0 Weed e of ou,” 
Who cou'd all kriotty Myſteries unfold ; 
Who fir d with god-like Thoughts the Herv': Breaſt, 
And did (as Poets feign) tame ſavage Beaſts; 
Or taught Men wilder, and more rude than they, 
To yield to virtuous Ru/es, and gentle Sway; 
Whose ſolid Jadgment ſtopp d each wild Abuſe, 
And fix'd each Notion to its proper Uſe; "EE, 
Not by vain Sophiſtry their Thoughts were led, 
Judgment with Candour reign'd, while Cavils led; 
Neꝰ er buſied then with Abel of the Schools, 
(Thoſe empty Notions fit alone for F. ools) | 
Their only Study, and their Aimthey bent 
To the ſublimer Arts of Government; 
How to in- awe the Rebels riſing Blood, 
Or how to ſiem the lawleſs Powers Flood: 2 
By gentle Laws, Man's boundleſ: Will confin'd, 
And made him Social to his fellow Kind? 3 W 
True Judgment ever was by all eſteem'd; du 4 49% 
And he who had: the Gift, was ſacred deem'd:.. - | 
To Judgment of the; Ages paſt, our Peace we owe,. © 
And the Sons eap'the. Joys, the Fathers ſow... 


Some hold that Prulence muſt by Ars be gain d 


Some that by Nature only, tis attain d)) 
Moſt certain tis, Nature firſt form'd the Man, | 
And Art increaſes; but what ſhe began: att 2673 
As Nature forms with ſoft Variety, : 
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As Trees when grafted by the Gard'ners Art, 
The richeſt and the choiceſt Fruits impart: ot 20 
But if they unregarded ſpread the Wall, Ha b u 0 a 
The Cold ſoon nips em, and their nene fall: 

So Art nor Nature can alone ſucceed, { 28) bit bah 

But mutually expeRt each others. wy 4 Yo e 


The Man that Ae P the reſt i in Stren 
Out- run the Courſer ſwift, or wreſtle 
Muft every Day the hardy Toil renew, 
And every ſofter Paſſion bid adieu; mn j 
The trembling Youth e'er he attains the Art, 2 gf 
By which we Muſick's ſoothing Charms impart, | 
Firſt ſweats beneath the harſh ſtern Maſters Rod, 
Bends at his Lote, and trembles at his. Nod. 


. 


4 4 


But now each perch'd up Fop, with ſmart Cocke, 7 
Sets up for Judgment, and will Wit invade, © 
- hoſe Thoughts cou'd ne er beyond a Serbe. 
Yet will ſublimer Genius am peach; 
Swell'd with the Praiſes on themſelves beſtow d. 
They hide their Impudence amongſt the Crowd,” 
And with affected prin, ſcorning the reft, 


Swear their own ſhallow Judgment is the wad. 13 DA 
Do thou my Friend, with all Life's Pheafares bleſ'a, 
Feed ſparing at the ſurfeiting Repaſt; * 155 


Shun the gay buſy World and void of Care, 
Contented breathe a healthy rural Air; 3 | __ 
From thy lov'd Delia's tender, chaſte embrace, hs 


With glowing Nerves riſe ig tous to the Chace; z 1 10 
0 
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Now waſte the Day in ſocial Converſe join'd, | 
Now i in glad. Solitude refreſh thy Mind ; ; 


Cheer'd by thy Off-ſpring while they would thee play, - 
And wear inſenſibly thy Age away; l 
Till Death unfear'd with ſtealing pace ſhall come, 
And bear thee joyous to thy laſt long home; 
No borrow'd Trophies to thy Duſt we'll raiſe, 
But thy own Merit ſhall record thy Praiſe. 
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The Deſponding Sax PHE R n. | 


O melancholy Thoughts a Prey, 
With Love and Grief oppreſꝰd, 

To Peace a Stranger all the Day, 

And all the Night to Reſt; 
For thee, diſdainful Fair, I pine, 

And wake the tender Sigh, 

By that obdurate Heart of thine 

My balmy _— fly. 


The ſtubborn Rocks, than thee leſs hard, 
Will kind Compaſſion. ſhew.; 


Een they my loud Complaints regard; 
And eccho back my Woez © 


While you averſe to All my Care, 
Unpitying hear me- grieve, 

And add new pangs to my Deſpair, SES 
Nor with a Smile relieve. 55 25 555 ; 


© think how ſoon that heav'nly Bloom, <3 
By which you tyrannize, Th 
Shall fade, and ſhare the common Doom, 
And Death ſhall veil thoſe Eyes ! 


Then look to yon celeſtial sphere, : 
8 Raptures glow... 1 
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CLOE LOST. 


L 0 E is fled ; ye nimble Pulſes ceaſe, 
And let me in Oblivion find my Peace! 

Be ſtill ye Tempeſts that deform the Main, 
And all ye Ecchos that repeat my Pain! 
'Be:huſh ye Warb'lers that delight the Grove, 

Aud be as deaf as Clo# is to Love: 

| Fg May the Sun no Influ nee have on Earth, 

7 Ta give the various Seeds a timely Birth. It 
Ye ſilver Currents that in Vallies play, 
May Heay'n\command your everlaſting Fry 
That no ſoft Murmars on the Plains may ſound, 
Nor any thing that's cheerful, more be-found ; 
Let neither Pleaſure ſing, nor - Grief deplore, 
But let all be as Nature were no more! 

Nor till my Che comes let Phœbus riſe, 
That ſhe may know the Power of her 1185 
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DAMON, ad, c K L I A. 
H >” nit ger wr 
| W 1 5. E T. gle = WH 
To the Tune of, . Believe muy Sighs, & Ge. 
8 ae 
Boge the Birds, in Love combin d,. 
In friendly Coup'lets, moyel —__ 4 
O wou'd you try, you ſoon wou'd find 
Like theirs my conſtant Love. | my 
| (2110 nnn, 
Such moving Words I muſt not hear, A 
So fatal to a Maid ; 2 12 $1 
Shou'd I believe, too much I 5 
My Love wou'd be betray d. 
Oö 
O ſmile, my Derr f ger this Diſtain 5 
The Heart which is your Prize, 
Then kindly look, and eaſe my Pain, | 
Or wretched Damen dies. | - 4 
| | 5 _ (Cota) 


9 * 0 * 129 
. n 
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(CLI) 
3 II Damon, I your Heart have won, 


Do WM 
Then fince our mutual Love we've ſhewn, 
No more, my Dear; torment: 
| (Cer1a) 
Altho' Pm willing, I muſt own , 
I dare not yet conſent. 


5 (Danov) _. 
To yonder Shade we'll 5 
And be for ever bleſs'd. 
(C E14] 


Your Tongue's ſo ſweet, I muſt declare 
I can no more reſiſt. | 1 


ky 


(Rey pr). 
To yonder Shade, 5 
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1. in exchange. Rave loſtmyown, 
Which I can ne'er retrieve. I 
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APOLLO toMr. POPE: 
* On hearing him Lisz1L1'D. 
TR OM our Throne at Parnaſſus we Phabus 
F commend, | 
Our Love to our fay ritę Poet, and Friends 
| Whoſe Wiritirts diſcloſe mud Owhiug and Fire, 
As none but the Parent.of Wit:coult: inſpire; 
Then know-a while, Pm daily: euiplay' in a Sphere, 
Too high one whulfthitike to malen Mortals my Care: 
Of late I've obſer d how the Dolts of the Times, 
By ſcandalous Proſe, and by ſcurrilous Rhimes, 
By harmleſs Invectives, and innocent Satires, 
And Pamphlets full ſtuff d with impertinent Matters; 
By Traſh, which its Grubſtreet Compoſer betrays, - 
Has labour'd to ſnatch from thy Temple the Bayes; 
But in vain, for the World by their Writings may ſee, | 
They ne'er had the ſmalleſt Aſſiſtance from me; | 
| Let them at thy Glory, exclaim and repine, 
| our CharaQtr's ſafe, for the Numbers are mine; 
Twas 


1 
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"Twas I that inſpir'd whate'er you have Writ, 

| Exalted your Genius and bleſs'd you with Wit 

1 4 Igave the Perſuaſion that dwells,on, thy Tongue, 

| © And poliſh'd thoſe excellent Strains you have ſung ; © 


Then ſmile at the Dunces, for fairly it follows; 
Who rail at thy Numbers, would rail at Apollos. 
4 
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On a ring $f A D Vs sien zes and 
Nonsens 
Recovery.” 9 
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YR 7711 4 Sick! aghi and a, | 
Ah! why did Nature grage 
Thoſe Cheeks with ſuch Celeſtial Red, ol a o 

Or give that Angel Face? Stet] 140% 246% 
Why were in one ſuch — combis'd,, ils Hz 
Such pointed Wit, and Eyes? en en m vol 
So exquiſite a Form and Mind, 2 BY. 910 „t FN oF 
So Faultleſs, Fair, and Wig 7 Had 
Was it that fome acute Diſeaſe, 
_ Thoſe Beauties might conſume P, ih 20% | 
Was i it that ſhe ſo form'd to pleaſe, = Mes tal! bak 4 
Might dignify a Tomb? 11 M ei nacb 2A 
No! Heaven on Vixtue blende ſmile, 3 
For Excellence obſcur'd a e N N 3 
nnen ne baut ,vod oT' : 
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To CHLORIS. 


JHLORIS, you live ador'd by all, 


And yet on none your Fayours fall, 
A Stranger Miſtre$ ne'er was known 3 _ 
You pay us all, in paying none : 
We him of Avarice accuſe, | 
Who what he has, does fear to ues 
But what Diſeaſe of Mind ſhall 1 


Call this, thy hared Penuty:? 1. 1 312 * 


Thou wilt not give out of a store, 
Which no Profuſeneſs can make poor: 
Miſers when dead, may make Amends 3 
And in their Wills enrich their Friends; 


. "TU 5 


And thou can'ſt leave no Legacies, 
What madneſs is it then to ſpare, 


When we want power to make an ar 


Live, Chloris, then at the full rate 
Of thy great Beauty; and fince Fate | 
Jo Love, and Youth, is ſo ſevere; + 
Enjoy 'em freely while thou'rt here; 
Some caution yet I'd have thee uſe, 
When e'er thou age pen thooſe ; 
We are not all for Low rs t, 
No more than Arne, ol Arte, of W it; 
For Wiſdom ſome reſpected are, 


Some we ſee powerful at the Bar; 


1 + % N * .. 7 
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Some for Preferment waſte their TG. | - 
' And.the deep dan Hongar nds. Ex Ta i a 
Others of Love their Buſineſs make, . 2 8 2 | 
In Love their whole Diverſion take; FL ; 
Take one of thoſe; for in one Breaſt" * - p08 
Two Paſſions live but ill at reſt : 
And even, of them, I'd have'thee fly, 
All that take Flame at every Eye; . 
All thoſe that light and faithleſs are; | 9 
All that dare more than think thee Fair. 
Take one of Love who nothing lays, =® _ 
And yet whom every Word betrays, 
Love in the Cradle pretty ſhews, 
And when't can ſpeak, unruly grows, 
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ADVICE. By « Lavy. 
4 SONG. 


I. 
HE that wou'd gain a conſtant Lover, $7 
_ Muſt at a diſtance keep the Slave, 
Not by a Look her Heart diſcover, 
Men ſhou'd but gueſs the Thoughts we have. 8 
Whilſt they're in doubt, their Flame increaſes, 
And all Attendance they will pay 


i When we're poſſeſs d, their Tranſport ceaſes, 
| And Vows, like Vapours, fleot away. 


he | PHIL 
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PHILLISs RESOLUTION, 
TFT HEN Staves their Liberty require, 
They hope no more to gain 


But you not only that deſire, 
But aſk the Po- 'r to reign. 


; 1 
Think how unjuſt a Suit you make, - 
Then you will ſoon decline 


Your Freedom, when you pleaſe, pray cake, 
But trefpaſs not on mine. 


III. 
No more in vain, Alcander, erave, 
I ne'er will grant the Thing, 
That he, who once has been my Slave, 
Shou'd ever he * King 2 
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4 In Initation of ANACREON. 
I OU'D I but make grim Death with-hold 
'S His fatal Stroke by Bribes of Gold ; 
Down to the powerful Toy Id fall, | 
1 . Gold ſhou'd be my Joy, my all ; 5 
For Gold my Pleaſures I'd weed 
Gold ſhou'd be my Wine, my Wench ; 
But fince, alas] no tempting Ore 
Can bribe the Fates — be Drunk and Poor. 
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07 the SEASONS proper . ANGLING. 


HE Month, o'er which the nearer has diſplays 


His warmer Influence, and director Rays, 
Are moſt propitious to the Angler's Toil, 
And crown his Labours with the largeſt ſpoil, 


When Birds W in briſker Notes to ſing, 
And hail with chearful Voice returning Spring; 
When Weſtern Winds in tepid Breezes fly, By 
And bruſh with downy Wing the brighten'd Sky; 15 
When teeming Buds their verd rous Iſſue yield, 
And with their gentle Off- ſpring grace the Field; 
Then let the with induſtrious Care, 
His guileful and Implements prepare, 
Break Winter's Sh 22 wage the watry War, 


But when Alb Bälde have ſtripp'd the Wood, 
And o'er the Ground its yellow Honours ſtrew'd ; 
When ſtormy Boreas re- aſſumes his Rei | 
And with malignant Breath, deforms the Plain; 
Let him a while his ſnary Wiles forbear, 

Till by the courſe of the revolving Year, 

The fairer Order of the Month returns, | 

And Nature with freſh Bloom her Face adorns ; 
Then, ſoon as Morn has chaſed the Shades of Ni ight, 
And ftreak'd Fe purple Eat with "wy Lights 
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Soon as the Lark diſpla os her early Wings: 
And to the fragrant * Mattins ſings, 
The Angler, chearful with the Hopes of _ 
Takes to the reeking Brook his dewy Way. 
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